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PRELIMINARY OBSERVATIONS. 


F Ei chard Crashaw, whose works are com- 
prised in the ensuing pages, little is 
known ; and for that little we arc mainly 
beholden to the industry of Wood, upon 
whose curt notice in the Fasti Dxmumes was founded 
the more elaborate memoir by Hayley in Hippis’ edi- 
tion of the Biographia Britannica, which served as 
the sole unvaried authority until the subject was treated 
by the Ecv. Eobert Aids Willmott in the first Beries of 
Lives of the English Baered Poets. Both in the records 
of those educational establishments where, in his youth, 
he was trained, and of that holy retreat in which he 
closed his maturer years, have searches been firuitleasly 
mode, in the hope that some additional fa«t, however 
minute, might be discovered. I am, therefore, obliged 
to recapitulate in few words what is already familiar to 
every one ; referring the rcEider to the elegant and more 
copious sketch by Mr. Willmott. 

According to the scanty sources of information, 
Crashaw was the son of William- Crashaw, B. D., a 
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divine of Bome eminence in his time^* and preacher at 
the Temple. The date of hia birth has net been oscer- 
tained, but it may have been about 161() ; since, the first 
steps of his education having been taken at the Dhorter- 
houae, on the foundation of which he was placed by Sir 
Randolph Crew and Sir Henry Yelvert on, he was elected 
a scholar of Pembroke Hall, Cambridge, March 23, 
lSi32, and became a Fellow of PeterhousD in the same 
University, in loidT; having removed to that Dollege 
on the 20th of March previous. HLa liachelor’a degree 
was taken in 1 3,113. In 1B41 he ia recorded by Wood os 
one of the persona incorporated that year at Oxford ; but 
to what degree admitted is not stated, aa his name does 
not appear in the public register, and Wood^a authority 
was the private observation of a certain Master of 
Arts, that was, this year, living in the University.” 
Wood, however, adds: — “Afterwards, he was Master 
of Arts, in which degree it is probable he was incor- 
porated.” Beyond these features of his academical 
career, we arc certain of nothing save of its termination ; 
which happened during the Grrcat Rebellion in 1B44, 
when the Earl uf Manchester, uuder the authority of 
Parliament, reformed” (as they were pleased to style 
it) the University, by expelling such members aa»rB- 
tuBcd to subs crib e tho Covenant. Un this occasion 
Craahaw was one of the sixty-five Fellows ejected. 
After the loss of hia fellowship, having embraced tho 

* The tone of hia religious sentiments, very different from 
those of his sun, may be gathered from the titles of his printed 
discDUTses,- e. g. “The Bespotted Jesuite: whose Gospell is 
full of blasphemy against the Blood of Christ,’^ &c., 1641, 4to. 
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DathDlic religion, he repairei to Paris : and in this city 
he was found by Cowley in a state of destitution, about 
1543. To the friendship of this amiable brother-poet 
he was indebted for sympathy and relief, and an intro- 
duction to the exiled queen, Henrietta Maria, from 
whom he also received what small aid her own limited 
finances would allow, with recommendatory letters to 
persons of influence at Rome. There he is said to 
have become secretary to Cardinal Palotta, and soon 
thereafter to have been appointed one of the Canons of 
the Church of Loretto. This preferment he only held 
for a very short space; dying and being interred at 
Loretto about 1B50. Such is the faint outline of his 
life. 

Among the patrons of Drashaw, in his altered circum- 
stances, the Countess of Denbigh appears to have been 
prominent. His gratitude is expressed by his dedication 
to her of the Varmm Deo Nostro, in hearty acknow- 
ledgement of his immortal obligation to her goodness 
and charity,” and by his efforts to bring her within the 
pale of the Catholic Church. Whether they were suc- 
cessful or not I cannot ascertain. This lady was Eliza- 
beth, daughter and coheir of Edward Bourchier, Earl 
of Bath, and third of the four wives of Basil, second 
Earl of Denbigh, whom she predeceased in 1 67 3. I had 
hoped to have found some traces of Crushaw among the 
archives at Newnham Poddox ; but Viscount Fielding, 
having kindly directed a search to be made, informs me 
that no document relating to him exists there. 

Dur ideas of the personal character of Crashaw must 
be formed frvm his writings, the enthusiastic affection 
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of Cowlej, and ths friendship of Sclden. To the former 
of such aourcea the editor of the edition of 1349 justly 
pointa, while referring to the lost line of his Yerses on 
Bishop Andrewa’ portrait: — 

Look un the following leaves, and see him breathB.” 

The qualities which recommended him to the esteem of 
two such men as those now named, can have been of no 
common order, and make the absence of materials fur 
his biography the more truly to be deplored. 

As a poet, his works have ever been appreciated by 
those most qualihcd to decide upon their sterling beau- 
ties,* and have suggested to others (too frequently with- 
out acknowledgment) some of their finest imageries. In 
every voluraB of any pretensions to taste, designed to 
offer specimens of English poetry, extracts arc to bo 
found] yet, with the exception of being partially, and 
by no means accurately, printed in the bulky and in- 
convenient collections of tlialmers and Anderson, it is 
somewhat remarkable that, in an age when familiarity 
with our Old English Authors is so eagerly sought, a 
hill reprint should have been defened till now. Of 
those which have preceded it, the following is a list: — 

Epigrammata Sacra, published anonymously at Dam- 
bridge, 1634, Hvo. 

Steps to the Temple, London, 1646, 12mo. 

The same, with additions and a frontispiece, London, 
1B48, l2mo. 

Carmen Deo Nostro, Paris, 1652, Svo. with beautiful 
plates. 

* Among snch I would parbicululy nama the Rev. Robert 
Aris WiUmott, above mentioned. 
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XI 


Lines to Lady Denbigh (p. 146 uf the present edition), 
London, Sept. 23, 1653, 4to. pp. 4. 

Steps to the Temple, London, 1 B49, 8vd. with frontis- 
pieee. To this seeond edition, in its text the most in- 
accurate uf all, a ircsh title-page, bearing the date of 
167 d, was afterwards affixed. 

Poetry, by Peregrine Phillips, London, 1795, 12mo. 

All these arc very scarce, that uf Paris extremely so. I 
have already commended its illustrations, and, as it would 
seem, from the epigram atp. 145 that they had been 
designed by Drashaw, a list of them may not be deemed 
supeiHuous, in order as they appear in ths elegant little 
volume from the press of “ Peter Targa, printer to the 
Archhishupc of Paris, in S. Victor’s streetc at the golden 
sunne.’^ A copy uf this produced £4 14s. Sc?, at Sir 
Mark Sykes’ sale in 1824, and would, if in fair con- 
dition, command a much higher price now. That in 
the Grrenvillc Library is, perhaps, the finest in existence. 

1. To the noblest and best of ladies.” A heart with 
padlock inscribed Non Ft.” Dcneath, these lines: — 

’Tis not the work uf force but skill 

Tu find the way into man’s will ; 

’Tis love alone can hearts unlock : 

Who knows the word, he needs not knock. 

2. “ To the name above every name,” — “ Niimisma 
Urbani B.” A dove under the tiara, surrounded by a 
glory: legend, ‘‘ In unitate Deus t&iP 

3. “ To the Holy Nativity.” The Holy Family at 
Eethlehem. Beneath, these lines : — 

Ton Cr^ateur te faict voir sa naissance, 

Deignant souifrir pour toy des son enfance. 

Quern vidistis Fastores, &c. 

Nutum vidimus, ficc. 



iLi PRELIMINAUr OBSERVATIONS. 


4. “ To the glorious Epiphany.” The adoration of 
the Magi. 

5. The Office of the Holy Dross.” The crucified 
Redeemer. Beneath ; — 

Tradidit aemt^tip^um pro nobis oblatiDDBin ut hostiam 
Deo in odorem suavitatis. — Ad Ephf. 5. 

B. “ The Recommendation.” The Ascended Saviour. 
Above it : — 

ExpOBtulatio Jeau Chriati mim mundu ingratu. 

Beneath : — 

Sum pulcher : at nemo tamen me diligit. 

Sum nubdis : nemo est mihi qui serviat. 

Sum dives -. a me nemo quiuquam postulat. 

Eb cuncta possum : nemo me tamen timet. 

.^ternus exsto ; quierur a paucissimis. 

Fnidensque sum : sed me qui est qui consulit 7 
Et sum Via ; at per me quutuaquisque ambulet ? 

Sum Veritas : quarc mihi nun creditur. 

Sum Vita: venim rarus est qui me pvtit. 

Sum Vera Lux ; videre me nemu cupit. 

Sum misericDTS : nullus bdem in me collocab. 

To, si peris, non id mihi imputes, Homo : 

SaluB tibi est a me parata : ban utere. 

i, Mtuuger excud, 

7. Sancta Maria Bolomm.” The Blessed Virgin 
seated on a sepulchre under tlic Dross with instruments 
of the passion, the chalice, Ac., holding the dead Saviour 
on her lap. Messagtr excud. 

8. ** Hymn of St. Thomas.” A Remonstrance. 
‘‘ Ecctjpanis AngdarumP 

9. Dies Ira.” The last Judgment. Dies IrtSf 
Dili mp 
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10. “0 Gloriosa Domina.” Our Lady and Infant. 
Angels holding a crown over her head, surmounted by 
the Holy Dove. Beneath : — 

S. Maria Majur. 

Dilectus meus mihi et ego illi, 

Qui paacibur inter lilia. Cant. 

I. JVfejuager eivud, 

11. “The Weeper.” A weeping female resting 
upon a bleeding and inflamed heart, surrounded by a 
glory. Beneath : — 

Lo, where a wounded heart with bleeding eyes conspire ! 

Is she a flaming fountain or a weeping fire ? 

12. “ Hymn to St. Teresa.” Portrait, scroll over 
her head inscribed : “ Misericors Domini in oetemum 
cantabo.” Beneath : — 

La Vray Portraict de Ste. Terese Fondatrice des Reli- 

gieuses, et Religieux reformez de 1’ ordre de N. Dame de 

mont Carmel : Decedee le 4^ Deto. 15.B2. Canonist le 12^. 

Mars 1B22. — I. Messager excud. 

The volume concludes with “ Hope” by Cowley, and 
“ M. Crashaw’s Answer fur Hope,” separately, and not 
combined, as usual, in form of dialogue. 

After the sheets containing them had been printed 
off^, a correspondent of the “ Notes and Queries” (the 
Bicv. J. L. B. Major, in 2ni series, vol. rv. p. 2BB) 
pointed out, on the authority of Banks^ Life of Dr. 
Eaitibow, Bishop of Carlisle, that the first of the two 
poems, “ On the Frontispiece of Isaacson’s Chronology 
Bxplomed,” beginning, “ If with distinctive eye and 
mind you look,” was written, not by Crashaw, but by 
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Rainbow. Upon referring t 9 this very bcotcb little 
Yolimie^ I find the foUowing : — 

In hia youth he had a rich vein in poeay, in which 
appeared aomewhat of Ovii^a air and fancy, tempered 
with the judgment uf Virgil; but none uf hia poetical 
eierciaea and diveraiona have been publiahed, but a 
paper of veraea upon the Frontiapicce of Mr. Henry 
laaacaun’a Chrunulogy, which accurate Chroiiologcr was 
our Eiahop’a paiiicular iriend, and had formerly been 
amonuensia to that living library while he woa alive, 
the reverend and learned Biahop Andi’cwa ; and another 
abort paper on Mr. Skelton’a Art of Short- writing. 

“ Of the honour of the former of these poems, printed 
without the addition of any name in 16133, hewaa robbed 
by the publisher of Mr. Richard Uraahaw’a pocma, on- 
tituled St^s to tht Temple, and ascribed by him to that 
ingenious epigraramatiat. But he having no title to it, 
but what the modest silence uf Mr. Rainbow gave him, 
I have recovered it to tlie true o^vncr by a melius in- 
quirendum, and subjoined it here.” — P. 84. 

This is sufficiently distinct; yet it is somewhat singular 
that the lines should neither huvo been claimed by the 
Bishop, nor disowned by Crasliaw, who must have seen, 
if he did not superintend, at least one uf the editions of 
hia own poems containing them ; and that no one during 
the life of either party should have detected and de- 
nounced the misappropriation. laaaeaon died in 1650, 
four years alter Croahaw; and Dr. Rainbow in 1684, 
his biography by Bonks being published in 1688. If 
Banka is correct os regards the first of these compli- 
mentary effiiaions, the second may, perhaps, have os 
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little right to be attributed to Croshaw, both being 
printed without name or initials. The latter abne, it 
may be observed, has been printed by Phillips in his 
volume of SGlcctions in 1785.* 

In preparing the present edition, the first that con- 
tains the whole of Crashaw’s writings known, I have 
carefully examined and collated all the earlier ones. 
To their proper places in the Epigrammata I have re- 
stored those portions which had erratically entered into 
the different editions of the Delights of the Miises ; and 
I have added to that division of the present volume the 
verses Upon two green apricocks ; ” printing by them- 
selves the Latin poems which follow them in the edition of 
1 S48. While refraining from the practice of cumbering 
the pages with various readings, I have endeavoured to 
render the text with due accuracy ; and if in this 1 shall 
anywise be found to have failed, at all events I have pre- 
pared the ground for some future more competent editor. 

These brief observations cannot be concluded more 
appropriately than by the beautiful monody of Cowley 
upon his friend and fellow-poet. 

ON THE DEATH OF MR. CRASHAW. 

Poet and Saint ! tu thee alone are given 

The two most sacred names of earth and heaven ; 

The hardest, rarest, union which can be,j' 

Next that of Godhead and humanity. 


* Among the other commendatory verses prefixed to Isaac- 
son’s work are some by Mr. Staninough, upon whose death 
the lines at p. 104 were composed by Crashaw. 

f As judiciously amended by Mr. Willmott, instead of ‘‘The 
hard and rarest.” 
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Long did the Muaea banish’d slaves abide, 

And built vain pyramids to mortal pride : 

Like Moses thou (bho’ spells and uharms withstand) 

Host brought them nobly home, bock to tbeir holy land. 

Ah, wretched we, Poets of earth ' but thou 
Wert living the same Poet which thou’rt now ; 

Whilst angels smg to thee their airs divine, 

And joy in an applause so groat as thine. 

Equal society with them to hold, 

Thou need’st not make new songs, hut say the old j 
And they [kind spirits ') shall all rejoice tu see, 

How little less than they, exalted man may be. 

Still the old heathen gods in numbers dwell, 

The heavenliest thing on earth still keeps up hell : 

Nor have we yet quite purg’d the Christian land; 

Still idols here, like calves at Bethel stand. 

And tho’ Pan’s death long since oU or’cles broke, 

Yet still in rhyme the fiend Apollo spoke ; 

Nay, with the worst of heathen dotage, we 
(Vain men !) the monster woman deifie; 

Find stars, and tie uur fates there in a face, 

And Paradise m them, by whom we lost it, place 
What diff'rent faults corrupt our muses thus 7 
Wanton os girls, os old wives fabulous. 

Thy spotless muse, like Mary, did contain 
The boundless [xodheod; she did well disdain 
That her eternal verse employed should be 
Dn a less subject than eternity ; 

And for a sacred mistress seam’d tu take 

But her whom Glod himself scorn’d not his spouse to moke . 

It |in a kind) her miracle did do, 

A fruitful mother was, and virgin tuu. 

How well (blest Swan) did fate contrive thy death. 

And mode thee render up thy tuneful breath 
In thy great mistress’ arms 7 Thou moat divine. 

And richest offering of Loretta’s shrine I 
Where, like some holy sacrifice t’ expire, 

A fever hums thee and love lights the fire. 
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Angels Ithey say) brought the fam’d chapel there, 

And bore the suercd load in triumph thro’ the air : 

’Tis surer much they brought thee there ; and they, 
And thou, their charge, went singing all the way. 

Pardon, my mother Church, if I consent 
Tliat angels led him, when from thee he went; 

For ev'n in error, sure no danger is, 

When join’d with so much piety as his. 

Ah ' mighty [jod, with shame I speak’ t, and grief; 

Ah ! that our greatest faults were in belief! 

And our weak reason were ev'n weaker yet, 

Rather than thus, our will’s too strong for it! 

His faith, perhaps, in some nice tenets might 
Be wrong ; his life, I’m sure, was in the right : 

And I, myself, a Catholic will be ; 

So far at least, great Saint ' to pray to thee. 

Hail, Bard triumphant! and some care bestow 
On us, the Poets militant below : 

Oppos’d by our old enemy, adverse Chance, 

Attack'd by Envy and by Ignorance ; 

Enchain’d by Beauty, tortured by desires, 

Expos’d by Tyrant-love, to savage beasts and fires. 
Thou from low earth iii nobler flames didst rise, 

And like Elijah mount alive the skies. 

Elisha like (but with a wish much less. 

More fit thy greatness and my littleness ;) 

Lo here 1 beg |I whom thou once diilst prove 
So humble to esteem, so good to love) 

Not that thy spirit might on me doubled be, 

I ask but half thy mighty spirit for me ; 

And when my muse soars with so strong a wing, 

’Twill learn of things divine, and first of thee to sing.* 

W. B. Tuunbull. 

Lincoln’s-Inn. 

Fe6. 1859. 


* In these verses, says Johnson, “ there are beauties which 
common authors may justly think not only above their attain- 
ment, but above their ambition.” 

b 
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NOTE. 

Since the completion of the text, I have been annoyei 
by discovering that the lines “ On a Treatise of Uharity,” 
at page 77, were oiiginally prefixed tu the Five Poems 
and Learned Discourses” of Robert Shelford, Hector of 
Ringsfield, Suffolk, 4tD. Cambridge, 15115; and that 
the following lines have been left out in the editions of 
Crashaw’s Poems. The reason for such omission is 
obvious. Should a second impression of this volume be 
reijuired, they shall he inserted in their proper place; 
hut it must be admitted that, however just the sentiment 
expressed in them, the subtraction of these hues does 
not impair the beauty of the poem. 

Nnr ahoU onr zealnua ones aLdl have a fling 
At that mnat horrible and homed thing, 

Forsooth the Pope : by which black name they call 
The Turk, the Deyil, Fairies, Hell and all, 

And something more. U he is Antichrist ; 

Doubt this, and doubt |say they) that Christ is Christ. 
Why, ’tis a point of faith. Whate’er it be, 

Fm sure it is no point of charity. 

In sum, no longer shall our people hope, 

Tu be a true Protestant, ’s but to batu the Pope. 



PREFACE TO THE DRI&INAL 
EDITION. 


Leabjved IIeadeb, 

HE author’s friend will not usurp much 
upon thy eye ; this is only for those whom 
the name of our divine poet hath not yet 
seized into admiration ; I dare under- 
take that what Jambhehua {in vita Pi/thagorts) offirmeth 
of his master at his contemplations — these poems can ; 
viz. they shall lift thec^ reader^ some yards above the 
ground; and as in Pythagoras’ school every temper 
was first tuned into a height by several portions of music, 
and spiritualized for one of Lis weighty lectures, so 
mayest thou take a poem hence, and tune thy soul by it 
into a heavenly pitch; and thus refined and borne up 
upon the wings of meditation, in these poems thou 
mayest talk freely of Bod, and of that other state. 

Here’s Herbert’s second, but eijual, who hath retrieved 
poetry of late, and returned it up to its primitive use; 
let it bound back to Heaven’s gates whence it came. 
Think ye St. Augustine would have stained his graver 
learning with abook of poetry, hod he fancied their dearest 
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PREFAVE TO THE 


end tube theyanitj of iDYe-Bomietfi uni epithalamiumB ? 
No, DO ! he thought, with this our poet, that eyerj foot 
in a high-born Terse might help to measure the soul 
into that better world. Divine poetry ; I dare hold it, 
in poaition against Suarez un the aubjsct, to be the 
language of the angels ; it is the quintessence of phan- 
tasy and diacourac centred in Heaven; ’tia the very 
outgoings of the soul ; ^tis what alone our author is able 
to tell you, and that in his own vltsb. 

It were profane but to mention here in the preface 
thoBB under-headed poets, retainers to seven sharea 
and a half; madrigal fellows, whose only business in 
verse is tu rhyme a poor sixpenny soul, a suburb sinner, 
into hell. May such arrogant pretenders to poetry 
vanish with their prodigious issue of tumorous heats and 
flashes of their adulterate brains; and for ever after may 
this uur poet fill up the better room of man ! Dh ! when 
the general arraignment of poets shall he to give an 
account of their higher souls, with what u triumphant 
brow shall our di^inepoet sit above and look down upon 
poor Homer, Virgil, Horace, Ckudion, ikc. who had 
amongst them the ill luck to talk out a great port of 
their gallont genius upon bees, dung, frogs, and gnats, 
ikc. and not as himself here, upon Scriptures, divine 
graces, martyrs, and angels ! 

Eeader, we style his Sacred Poems, Steps to the 
Temple,” and aptly, for in the Temple of God, under 
His wing, he led his life in St. Mary’s Church, near St. 
Peter’s college; there he lodged under Tertullion’s 
roof of angels ; there he made his nest more gladly 
than David’s swallow near the house of God: where, 
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liks a primitivB saint, hs offered more prayers in the 
night than others usually offer in tha day. There he 
penned these poems, — steps fur happy souls to climb 
Heaven by. 

And those other of his pieces, entitled, The De- 
lights of til D Muses, though of a mure human mixture, 
are as sweet as they are innocent. 

The praises that follow are but few of many that 
might be conferred on him : he was excellent in five 
languages (besides his mother-tongue), viz. Hebrew, 
Greek, Latin, Italian, Spanish, the two last whereof 
he hod little help in ; they were of his own ae(iuisition. 

Amongst his other accomplishments in academic (as 
well pious as harmless) arts, he made his skill in poetry, 
music, drawing, limning, graving, (exercises of his 
curious invention and sudden fancy,) to be but his sub- 
servient recreations for vacant hours, not the grand 
business of his soul. 

To the former qualifications I might add that which 
would crown them all: his rare moderation in diet — 
almost Lessian temperance; he never created a Muse 
out of distcmpci*s, nor, with our Canary scribblers, cost 
any strange mists of surfeits before the intellectual beams 
of his mind or memory ; the latter of which he was so 
much a master of, that he hod there, under lock and key 
in readiness, the richest treasures of the best Greek and 
Latin poets, some of which authors ho had more at his 
command by heart than others that only read their 
works to retain little and understand less. 

Enough, reader ; 1 intend nut a volume of praises 
larger than this book, nor need I longer transport thee 
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TEh PREFACE, 


to think over hia Taat perfectiona. I will CDncIude all 
that I haye impartially writ of this bamed yoim^ g^ntle- 
ihan^ now dead to ns, as ho himB[?lf doth, with tho last 
line of his poL‘m upon Bishop Andrews’ picture before 
his sermons ; — 


Vtrts paginal. 

Louk on the fjUawing laavea, and mb him breaths. 


T%6 Author^ 8 Motto. 
Live, Jesus, live, and lot it be 
My life to die for love of Thee. 
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THE WEEPER 

AIL Mstpr springs, 

Parents i)f silver-foDterl nils ! 

Ever bubbling things ! 

Thawing crystal ! Snowy hills ' 
Still speniling, never spent; I meiin 
Thy fair eyes, sweet Magilaleiie. 

Heavens thy f.iir eyes be ; 

Heavens of ever-falling stars ; 

’Tis sceil-tnne still with thee, 

Anil stiu-s thou sow'st, whose harvest dares 
Promise the earth to count ershine 
Whatever iniikes Heaven’s forehead fine. 

Hut we’re fleeeivcil all : 

Stars indeed they are too true, 

Eor they but seem to fall 
As Heaven’s other spangles Jo ■ 

It is not for our earth and us, 

To shine in things so precious. 
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STEP/S TO THE TEMPLE. 


Upwards thou dost weep ; 

HeavBn’a bosom drinks tho gentle stieani. 

AVhere the milky rivers creep, 

Thine floats above and is the cream. 
Waters above the heavens, what they be. 

We are taught best by thy tears and thee. 

Every morn from hence, 

A brisk cherub something sips, 

Whose soft influence 
Adds sweetness to his sweetest lips ; 

Then to his music : und his song 
Tastes of this breakfast all day lung. 

Nut in the evening’s eyes, 

Wlien they red with weeping arc 

For the Sun that dies, 

Sits SoiTOw with a face so fair. 

Nowhere but here did ever meet 
Sweetness so sad, aadi^ess so sweet. 

When Sorrow would be seen 
In her brightest majesty. 

For she is u queen, 

Then is she di’est by none but thee. 
Then, and only then, she wears 
Her richest pearls, I mean thy tears. 

The dew no more will weep, 

The primrose's pale check to deck; 

The dew no more will sleep, 



STEPS TO THE TEMPLE. 


NuzzIdiI in thu lily^a nuuk. 

Much rather would it tremble here, 
And leave them both to be thy tear. 

There is no need at all, 

That the balsam-sweating boujrb 

So coyly should let fall 
His mcd’cinable tears ; for now 
Nature hath learnt t’ extract a Jew, 
More sovereign and sweet from you. 

Yet let the poor drops weep, 
Weeping is the case of woe ; 

Softly let them creep, 

Sad that they me vanquish’d so , 
They, though to others no relief, 

May balsam be for their own grief. 

SuL’h the maiden gem 
13y the wanton .spring put on. 

Peeps from her parent stem. 
And bliLshes on the watery sun . 
This watery blossom of thy eyne 
llipe, will make the richer wine. 

When some new bright guest 
Tok es up among the stars a room, 

And Heaven will make a feast, 
Angels with crystal vials come ; 
And draw from these full eyes of thine 
Their Master’s water, their own wine. 
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STEPS TO THE TEMPLE. 


Golden though he he, 

Golden Tagua murmura ; though 

Were hia way by thee, 

Content and ijiiict he would go ; 

So much more rich would he eateem 
Thy ailver, than hia golden atream. 

Well duca the May that lies 
Smiling in thy ehceka, confeaa 

The April in thine eyes ; 

Mutual sweetiieaa they expreaa. 

No April e'er lent kinder showers, 

Nor May return’d more faithful flowers. 

0 cheeks! Beds of chaste loves, 

By your own showers seasonably dash’d. 

h}yea ! neats of milky doves, 

Tn your own wells decently wash’d, 
t) wit of love ! that thus could place 
Fountain and garden in one face. 

0 sweet contest ; of woes j 

With loves, of tears with smiles disporting ' 

0 fair and friendly foes, 

Each other kis.sing and comforting ! 

While rain and .sunshine, cheeks and eyes, 

Cloae in kind contrarieties. 

But can these fair floods be 
Friends with the bosom fires that fill ye ! 

Can so great flames agree 
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Eternal tears should thus distil thee ! 

D floods, O fireSj 0 suns, D showers I 
Mijt'l and made friends by love’s sweet powers. 

’Twas his wcU-pointed dart 
That digg’d these wells, and dress’d this vine; 

And taught that wounded heart 
The way into these weeping eyne. 

Vain loves avaunt ! bold hands forbear ! 

The lamb hath dipped his white foot here. 

And now where’er he strays 
Among the Galilean mountains, 

Or more unwelcome ways, 

He’s follow’d by two faithful fountains ; 

Two walking baths, two weeping motions, 

Portable and compendious oceans. 

0 thou, thy Lord’s fair store, 

III thy so rich and large expenses, 

Even when he show’d most poor. 

He might provoke the wealth of princes. 
What prince’s wanton’s t pride e’er could 
Wash with silver, wipe with gold ? 

Wlio is that King, but he 
Who call’st his crown to be call’d thine, 

That thus can boast to be 
Waited on by a woiid’ring mine, — 

A voluntary mint, that strews 
Warm silver show’rs where’er he goes ? 



STEFS TO THE TEMPLE. 


O prcL'ious prodigal ! 

Fair spendthrift of thyself! thy mEoaure, 
MercilEsa love I is all 
Even to the lost pearl in thy treasure. 

All plaecSj times^ and objeuts be 
Thy tear's sweet opportunity. 

Does the day-star rise? 

Still thy stars do fall, and foil ; 

Does day close his eyes ? 

Still the fountain weeps for aU. 

Let night ur day do what they will, 

Thou hast thy task, thou wcepcst sLill. 

Do es thy song lull the air ? 

Thy falling tears keep faithful time. 

Does thy sweet-breath'd pruy'r 
Up in clouds of inccn.se climb ? 

Still at each sigh, that is, each stop, 

A bead, that is, a tear, docs drop. 

At these thy weeping gates. 

Watching their wat'ry motion, 

Each winged moment waits, 

Takes his tear, and gets him gone. 

By thine eye’s tinct ennobled thus, 

Time lays him up : he’s precious. 

Not, so she lived. 

Shall thy tomb report of theu ; 

But, so hnj she yrievui. 



STEPS TO THE TEMPLE. 


Thus must WD ilatc thy memory. 

Others by moments^ months, anl years. 

Measure their ages ; thou, by tears. 

So ilo perfumes expire ; 

So sigh toi-mcnteil sweets, oppress’d 
With proud unpity in g fires ; 

Such tears the suffering rose tliat’s vex’d 
With ungentle flames does shed, 

Sweating in n too warm bed. 

Say, ye bright brothers, 

'rhe fugitive sons of those fair eyes 
Your fruitful mothers, 

Wlmt make you here ? what hopes can ’tier 
You to be born ? what cause can boiTow 
You from those nests of noble sorrow? 

Whither aAvay so fo-st? 

For sure the sordid earth 
Your sweetness cannot taste, 

Nor dues the dust deserve their birth. 

Sweet, whither hiiste you then ? 0, say 
IVliy you trip so fast away ? 

We go not to seek 
The darlings of Aurora’s bed, 

Th e rose’s modest cheek, 

Nor the violet’s humble head. 

Though the field's eyes, t4)o, weepers be, 

13ccause they want such tears as we. 
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STEFS TO THE TEMPLE. 


Much leas mean we to trace 
The fortune of inferior gems, 
Preferr’d to some proud face, 

Dr perch’d upon fear’d diadema. 
Crowned heads are toys. We go to meet 
A worthy object, our Lord’s feet. 


THE M^EPEE. 

\rn the edition 0 / 1B70, the volume hj Mr. PhiUips in 
1 785, m Vhidrners' colhdion, and others, the previous 
Poem 15 printed ^vith mmierous alterations and 
omissions, in maniier foJhwintj.^ 


AIL sister springs, 

Parents of sil\ er-forded rills ! 

Ever bubbling things ! 

Thawing crystal ! Snowy hills ! 

Still spending, never spent ; I mean 
Thy fair eyes, sweet Magdalene. 

Heavens thy fair eyes be ; 

Heavens of ever-falling stars ; 

’Tis seed-time still with thee. 

And stars thou sow’st, whose harvest dares 
Promise the earth to countcrshinc 
Whatever makes Heaven’s forehead fine. 
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But we’ri3 decBivBd all : 

Stars they’re indeeil too true, 

For they but sDEin to fall 
As Heaven’s other spangles do ; 

It is not for our earth and us, 

To shine in things so precious. 

Up wards thou dost weep ; 

Heaven’s bosom drinks the gentle stream, p 
Wliere the milky rivers meet, 

Tliine crawls above and is the cream. 
Heaven, of such fair floods as this, 

Heaven the crystal ocean is. 

Every morn from hence, 

A brisk cherub something sips, 

Whose soft influence 
Adds sweetness to his sweetest lips; 

Then to his music : and his song 
Tastes of this breakfast all day long. 

When some new bright guest 
Takes up among the stars a room, 

And Heaven will make a feast, 

Angels with their bottles come ; 

And draw from these full eyes of thine 
Their Master’s water, their own wine. 

The dew no more will weep. 

The primrose’s pale check to deck ; 

The dew no more will ^eep. 



ID J^TEPS TO TEE TEMPLE. 

NuzzIbI in the lilj’a neck. 

Much rather would it tremble here, 

And leave them both to be thy tear. 

Not the soft gold which 
Steals from the amber-weeping tree, 
Makes sorrow half so rich. 

As the drops distill’d from thee. 
Sorrow’s best jewels lie in these 
Caskets of which Heaven keeps the keys. 

When Sorrow would be seen 
In her brightest majesty, 

For she is a queen. 

Then is she drest hy none but thee. 
Then, and only then, she wears 
Her richest pearls, I mean thy tears. 

^^^ot in the evening’s eyes, 

MTien they red with weeping are 
Fur the Sun that dies. 

Sits Sorrow with a face so fair. 
Nowhere but here did ever meet 
Sweetness so sad, sadness so sweet. 

Sadness, all the while 
She sits in such a throne as this, 
Can do nought but smile, 

Nor believe she sadness is: 

Grladncss itself would be more glad 
To be made so sweetly sad. 
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Them is no neod at aJl, 

That tlm halsam-swiiating bough. 

So ooyly shDiilil let fall 
riis mcTciiiablc tears ; for now 
Nature hath learn’ lI t’ extraet a ilew, 
More sovereign anil sweet from you. 

Yet let the poor drops weep. 
Weeping is the ease of woe ; 

Softly let them ereep, 

Sail that they are vanquish’d so ; 
They, though to others no relief, 

May balsam be for their own grief. 

Gr olden though he be, 
tl ol d cn T agus murmui*s ; th ou gh 

Might he flow from thee, 
Uontciit and quiet would he go ; 
Kieher far does he esteem 
Thy silver, than his golden stream. 

Well does the May that lies 
Smiling in thy eheeks, confess 

The Api il in thine eyes ; 
Mutual sweetness they express. 
No April e’er lent softer showers, 

Nor May returned fairer flowers. 

Thus dost thou melt tho year 
Into a weeping motion; 

Each minute waiteth here. 
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STEPS TO THE TEMPLE. 


Takus his tear and gets him gone; 

By thinn eye’s tinct eniiDbled thus, 

Time lays him up : he’s preciuus. 

Time, as by thee he passes, 

Makes thy ever- watery eyes 
Ilis heur- glasses ; 
hy them his steps he rectifies. 

The sands he used no longer please, 

For liis own sands he’ll use thy seas. 

Does thy song lull the air? 

Thy tear’s just cadence still keeps time. 

Does thy sweet-breath’ d jjraycr 
Up in cdouds of incense climb ? 

Still at each sigh, that is, each stop, 

A bead, that is, a tear, doth drop. 

Does the night arise ? 

Still thy tears do fall, and fall. 

Does night lose her eyes ? 

Still the fountain weeps for all. 

Let night or day do what they will. 

Thou hast thy task, thou weepest still. 

Not, so hng she lived ^ 

Will thy tomb report of thee ; 

But, so lonfj she rjrieved. 

Thus must we date thy memory. 

Others by days, by months, by years, 
Measure their ages, thou by tears. 
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Say, watery brothers, 

Yd simpering sons of those fair eyes 
Your fertile mothers. 

What hath our world that can entice 
You to he horn ? what is’t can borrow 
You from her eyes swollen wombs of sorrow ? 

Whither away so fast ? 

D whither ? for the sluttish earth 
Your sweetness cannot taste. 

Nor docs the dust deserve your birth. 
Wliither haste ye then ? D, say 
Why ye trip so fast away 

We go not to seek 
^I'he darlings of Aurora’s bed. 

The rose’s modest check, 

Nor the violet’s luimhle head. 

No such thing ; we go to meet 
A worthier object, our Lord’s feet. 


THE TEAE. 

HAT bright soft thing is this, 

Sweet Mary, thy fair eyes’ expense ? 
A moist spark it is, 

A watery diamond ; fipom whence 
The very term, I think, was found 
The water of a diamond. 
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D, ^tis not a tear, 

'Tia ii star about to drop 
From thine cje its sphere ; 

The auii will stoop and toko it up. 
Proud will his sister be to w^ear 
This thine eye’s jewel in her car. 


0, ’tia a tear, 

Too ti*uc a tear : for no sad eync, 

How sad so e’er, 

Eain so true a tear as thine ; 

Each drop leaving a place so dear, 

Weeps for itself, is its own tear. 

Such a pearl as this is, 

Slipt from Aurora’s dewy breast. 

The rose-bud’s sweet lip kisses ; 

And such the rose itself, when vext 
With ungentle flames, docs shed, 

Sweating in too warm a bed.* 

Such the maiden gem 
By the wanton spring put on, 

Peeps from her parent stem. 

And blushes on the watery sun . 

This watery blossom of thy eyne. 

Ripe, will make the richer wine. 

* See these latter lines and the following verse in “ The 
Weeper,’’ os printed in the editions of 1 545, 1648, and 1652. 
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Fttir [lri)p, why ijuak\st thDu so ? 

’ Dauaii thou straight must lay thy head 
In the dust ? D no ; 

The dust shall never he thy bed : 

A pillow for thee will I bring, 
ytulfed with down of angeFa wing. 

Thus carried up on high, 

For to Heaven thou must go, 

Sweetly ahalt thou lie, 

And in soft slumbers bathe thy woe ; 

Till the singing orbs awake thee, 

And one of their bright chorus make thee. 

There thyself shaft be 
An eye, but not a weeping one ; 

Yet I doubt of thee, 

^\^lither th’ hadst rather there liave shone 
An eye of Heaven ; or still shine here, 

In th’ heaven of Mary^s eye, a tear. 
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DIVINE EPI&RAMS. 

On the Water of our LonVs Baptism. 

ACH blpst ilrop Dll each blest limb, 

Is wash’ll itself, in washing Him : 

’Tis a gem while it stays here ; 

Wiile it falls hence ’tis a tear. 

Acts vni. 

On the Baptized Ethiopian. 

ET it iiD longer he a forlorn hope 
To wash an Etliiop : 

He’s wash'll, his gloomy skin a peaceful shade 
For his white soul is made : 

And now, J doubt not, the Eternal Dove 

A hlack-fiieed house will love 

On the Miracle of multiplied Loaves. 

EE here an easy feast that knows no wound. 
That under hunger’s teeth will needs he found 
A subtle harvest of unbounded bread. 

What would ye more? Here food itself is fed 

Upon the Sepulchre of our Lord. 

a EKE, where our Lord once laid his Head, 
Now the grave lies buried. 
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Tlie Widuxu s Mites. 

0 mitcB, tw[) (irops, yet all her house and land, 
F all from a Bteadyhcarb,thoughtrcinbling hand : 
The otlier’HwantonwDaltlilDanishigli,andbrave; 
The other cast away, she only gave. 


Luke xv. 


On the Prodigal. 



ELL me, bright boy, toll mo, my golden lad, 
Wliither away so frolic? why so glad? 
\Vhat all thy wealth in council ? all thy state 


Arc husks so dear? troth Tis a mighty rate. 


On the 5fi7Z surviving Marhs of our Saviour'.^ 
Wounds. 

IIATEVER story of their cruelty, 

Or nail, or thorn, or spear have writ in Thee, 
Are in another sense 
Stdl legible ; 

Sweet is the difference : 

Once T did spell 
Every red letter 
A wound of Thine ; 

Now, what is better, 

Balsam for mine. 



Acts v. 

The Side implore St. Peter's Shadow. 
NDER thy shadow may I lurk awhile, 
Beath^s busy search I’ll easily beguile : 

Thy shadow, Peter, must show me the sun. 
My light's thy shadow’s shadow, or 'tis done. 

c 
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Mark vii. 

Thz Bumb hsaledf and the People enjoined silence. 
HRIST biJa the dumb ton^e apeak ; it 
speaks : the sound 

Hd ebargea to be quiet; it runs round. 

If in the first He usM Ilia finger’s toueli ; 

Hia hand’s whole strength here uould not be too much. 

Matthew xx^TII. 

Comej see the place where the Lord hi]}. 
now me Himself, Himself, bright Sir, 0 show 
Which way my poor tears to Himself may go- 
Were it enough to show the place, ami say, 
Look) Mary, here see where thy Lord once lay ; 

Then could I show these arms of mine and say, 

Look, Mary, here see where thy Loid oiiec lay. 

To Pontius washing liis ILdvIs, 

S HY luinda arc wash’d, but 0, the water’s spilt 
That labour’d to have wash’d thy guilt : 

The flood, if any can, that can suffice, 

Mu.st have its fountain in thine eyes. 

To the Infant Martyrs, 

0, smiling aoula, your new-built cages break. 
In Hcav’n you’ll Icai’n to aing ere here to speak ; 
Nor let the milky fonts that bathe your thirst 
Be your delay , 

The place that calls you hence is, at the worst, 

Milk all the way. 
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On the Miracle of Loaves. 

□W, Lord, or never, they’ll believe on Thee ; 
Thou to their teeth host proved Thy deity. 

Mabk IV. 

Why are ye afraid, 0 ye of little faith 1 

S if the storm meant Him ; 

Or, ’eause Ileiiven’s face is dim, 

Hia needs a cloud. 

Was ever froward wind 
That could he 80 unkind, 

Or wave ao proud? 

Tile wind had need he angry, and ths water block, 

That to the mighty Neptune’s self dare threaten wrack. 

There is no storm but this 
Of your own cowardice 
That bravos you out ; 

You arc the storm that mocks 
Yourselves ; you arc the rocks 
Of your own doubt : 

Besides this fear of danger there’s no danger here, 

And he that here fears danger does deserve his feai . 

On the Blessed Viryins hashfulntss, 

^t'^PIIAT on her lap she casts her humble eye, 

^ ’Tia the sweet pride of her humility. 

The fair star is well fixt, for where, 0 where, 
Dould she have iixt it on a fairer sphere? 
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Tis Heav’n/tia Heav’n she secs, Hcav’ii’a God there lies ; 
She can sec Heaven, and ne’er lift up her eyes : 

This new guest to her eyes new laws hath given, 

’Twaa once look up, ’tis now look down to Heaven. 

Ujion Lazarus s Tears. 

I DTI Lazarus ! rieher in those gems, thy tears, 
Thun Dives in the robes he wears : 

He SL'orns them now, but D, they’ll suit full well 
With th’piniile he must wear in hell. 

Two wtnt wjp into the Temple to pra]j. 

^IMWO went to pray ? 0 rather say, 

One went to brag, th’ other to pray. 

One stands up close, and treads on high, 

\Mierc th’ other dares not lend his eye. 

One nearer to God’s altar trod, 

The other to the altar’s God. 

Upon ike that lore our Saviour. 

ATH only anger an omnipotence 
In Blo[iueneB? 

Within the lips of love and joy doth dwell 
No miracle? 

Why else had Balaam’s ass a tongue to chide 

His master’s pride ? 

And thou. Heaven-burthen’ d beast, host ne’er a word 
To praise thy Lord ? 
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Tliat he sliDulil fini a tongue and vocal thunder, 

Was a great wonder ; 

Jhit D, methinks ’tia a far greater one, 

That thou hnd’st none. 

Matthkw vtii. 

I arn, nut worthy that Thou shouldst come under my 
Roof. 

God was making haste into thy roof, 

I® Thy humble faith and fear keeps Him aloof : 
lie’ll be thy guest ; because He may not be, 
lie’ll come — into thy house? Ko, into thee. 

L^o)i Hit Powder-day. 

OW fit our well-rank’d Feasts do follow, 

All mischief comes after All-Hallow. 

I am the Boor. 

ND now th’ art set wide ope, the apear’s Bad art, 
Lo ! hath unlock’d Thee at the very heart. 
He to himself, I fear the worst, 

And his own hope. 

Hath shut these doors of heaven, that durst 
Thus set them ope. 

^Matthew x. 

The BVirul cured hy Hie Word of our ^Sifiviour. 
IIOU apeak’st the word, Thy word’s a law ; 
Thou spak’st, and straight the blind man saw. 
To speak and make the blind man see. 

Was never man. Lord, spake like Thee. 
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To spuak thus wa^ to spi^ak, say 1^ 

NdI to his car, but to his eye. 

Matthew xxvii. 

And He mmvered them nothing. 

MIGHTY Nothing ! unto thcc, 

Notliiiig, wc DWI3 nil things that he. 

Gi)J spake once when Jle all things made, 
lie saved nil when He Nothing said. 

The world was made of Nothing then ; 

’Tis made by Nothing now again. 

7^0 our Lord, iij)on the Water made Wine. 

water turn’st to wine, fair friend of life; 
^ Thy foe, to cross the sweet aits of Thy reign, 
Distils from thence the tears of ath and strife, 
And so turns wniic to ivatcr back again. 

Matthew xxii. 

Neither durst any Man from that day ask Him any 
more t^uestions. 

IDST all the dark and knotty snares, 
lllaek wit or malice can or dares, 

Thy glorious wisdom breaks the nets, 

And treads with uncontrolled steps. 

Thy ijuell’d foes are not only now 
Thy triumphs, but Thy trophies too : 

They, both at once Thy conquests be, 

And Thy conquest’s memory. 

Stony amazement makes them stand 
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Waiting on Thy victorious hand, 

Like statues fixM to the fame 
Of Thy renown, and their own shame : 

As if tliey only meant to breathe, 

To be the life of their own death. 

^Twas time to hold their peace when they 
Had ne’er another word to say : 

Yet is their silence unto Thee, 

The full sound of Thy victory : 

Their silence speaks aloud, and is 
Thy well pronounced panegyris. 

While they speak nothing, they speak all 
Their share in Thy memorial. 

While they speak nothing, they proclaim 
Thee with the shrillest trump of fame. 

To hold their peace is all the ways 
These wretches have to speak Thy praise. 


Upon our Saviour^ s Tombj wherein never man was laid. 
OW life and death in Thee 
Agree ! 

Thou hadst a virgin womb 

And tomb. 

A Joseph did betroth 



Them both. 


It is better to (jo inU Heaven with one Eye, dec. 

NE Eye? a thousand rather, and a thousand more, 
To fix those full-faced glories. U, he’s pour 
Of eyes that has but Argus’ store ; 

Yet, if thou’lt fill one poor eye with Thy Heaven and 
Thee, 




24 


STEPS TD THE TEMPLE. 


0 grant, BWeet Goodness, that one eye may be 
All, and every whit of me. 


Luke xi. 

Upon the dumb Devil mst mtj and the slanderous 
Jews put to silence. 

[ WD devils at one blow Thou hast laid flat, 

A speaking devil this, a dumb one that ; 
Was’t Thy fiill victory’s fairer increase 
That th’ one spake, or that th’ other held his peace? 



Luke x. 

And a certain Priest coming that way, hoTced on him, 
and passed by. 

HY dost thou wound my wounds, 0 thou that 
passest by, 

Handling and turning them with an 
unwounded eye? 

The calm that cools thine eye docs shipwreck mine, for D, 
Unmoved to see one wretched is to make him so ! 



Luke xi. 

Blessed be the Paps which Thou hast sucked, 

S uppose Hc hod been tabled at thy teats, 
Thy hunger feels not what He eats : 

He’ll have Ilis teat ere long, a bloody one, — 
The mother then must suck the Son. 
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To Pontius washing his blood-stained Hands, 

S murJtjr no sin? or a sin so uheiip, 

That thou ntcd’st hoap 
A rapti upon’t? till thy aJult’rous touch 
Taught her these sullieil cheeks, this blubber’d face. 
She was a nymph, the meadows knew none such, 

Of honest parentage, of unstain’d race, 

The daughter of a fair and well-famed fountain, 

As ever silver-tipp’il the side of shady mountain. 

See how she weeps, and weeps, that she appears 
Nothing but tears ; 

Each drop’s a tear that weeps for her own waste. 

Hark, how at every touch she docs complain her ! 
Hark, how she bids her frighted drops make haste, 

And with sad murmurs chides the hands that stain her ! 
Leave, leave for shame, or else, good judge, decree, 
What water shall wash this, when tliis hath washed thee. 

Matthew xxiii. 

Ye build the Sejgulchres of the Prophets, 
^^I^IIOU trimm’st a Prophet’s tomb, and dost 
bequeath 

The life thou took’st from him unto his death. 
Vain man 1 the stones that on his tomb do lie 
Keep but the score of them that made liim die. 

Upon the Infant Martijn, 

D sec both blended in one flood. 

The mothers’ milk, the children’s blood, 
Makes me doubt if Heaven will gather 
Rosea hence, or lilies rather. 
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JunN XVI. 

Verily I say ’imto youj sluill weep (md lament. 
ELfOME, my grief, my juy; how iluar’s 
To me my It'giiuy of tears ! 
ril weep, anil weep, and will therefore 
Weep, ’euuse 1 ran weep no more. 

Thou, Thou, ileni’ Loril, even Thou alone, 

Ciiv’at joy, even when Thou givest none. 

John xv. 

l^tm our LorTs last comfortable Discourse with IIis 
Disciple.s. 

LTi llyhla’a honey, all that sweetness can, 
Elous in tliy song, 0 fair, 0 ilying swan ! 
Yet IS the joy I take in't small or none ; 

It ii too sweet to be a long-liveil one. 




LI'KE xyi. 

Dives asJiiny a Drop. 



DU DP, one drop, how sweetly one fair drop 
Would tremble on my pearl-tipp’J finger’s topi 
My wealth is gone, 0, gn it whore it will, 


Spare this one jewel, I’ll be ])ivc3 still! 


Mahh XII. 

Give to C^vsar 

And to God 

LL we have is God’s, and yet 
Doisar challenges a debt ; 

Xor hath God a thinner share, 
Whatever Cajsar’s payments are ; 
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All is Glod’s ; and yet, ’tis true, 

All WB have is Dsesar’s toe. 

All is Cffisar’s; and what odds, 

So long as Diesar’s self is God’s ? 

Bui now they have seen and hated. 

EEN? and yet hated Thee? they did not see, 
They saw Thee not, that saw and hated Thee: 
No, no, they saw Thee not, 0 Life ! 0 Love ! 
Who saw aught in Thee that their hate could move ? 

Upon the Crown of Thoms, tahenfrom our Blessed. 
Lord's Head, all hloody. 

NOW’ST thou this, soldier? Tis a much 
changed plant, which yet 

Thyself didst set. 

^Tis changed indeed; did Autumn e’er such beauties bring 
To shame his Spring ?* 
0 ! who so hard an husbandman did ever find 
A soil so kind? 

Is nut the soil a kind one which retunis 

Koses fur thorns? 

She began to wash H'\s Feet with Tears and wipe them 
luith the Hairs of her Head. 

ER eyes’ flood licks His feet’s fair stain. 

Her hair’s flame licks up that again. 

This flame thus i^uench’d hath brighter beams, 
This flood thus stained fairer streams. 

* These two lines are not in the version of the Paris edition 
uf 1652. 
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On St. Peter cutting off Maldius’s Ear. 

ELXi, Peter, dost thou wield thy tictive sword ; 
Well for thyself, I mean, not for thy Lord. 
To strike at ears is to take heed there be 
No witness, Peter, of thy perjury. 

JoHX III. 

But Men loved Darkness rather thm Light. 
world’s Light shines : shine os it will, 
world will love its darkness still ; 

1 doubt though, when the world’s in hell, 

It will not love its darkness half so well. 

Acts xxi. 

I am ready not only to he hound hut to die. 
ggagfeOME death, come bands, nor do you shrink, 
my ears, 

At those hard words man’s cowardice colls fears. 
Save those of fear, no other bonds fear I ; 

Nor other death than this ; the fear to die. 

On St. Peter easting away his Nets at our Saviour* s 
Call. 

hast the art on’t, Peter, and const tell 
occasions well. 

When Christ colls, and thy nets would have 
thee stay, 

To cast them well’s to cast them quite away. 
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Our Lord in His Oirmmdsion to His Father. 

D Thee these firat-fniita of my growing death, 
For what else is my life ? lo ! I bequeath. 
Taste this, and as Thou lik’st this lesser flood. 
Expect a sea, my heart shall make it good. 

Thy wrath that wades here now ere long shall swim, 
The flood-gate shall be set wide ope for him. 

Then let him drink, and drink, and do his worst, 

To drown the wantonness of his wild thirst. 

Now’s but the nonage of my pains, ray fears 
Are yet both in their hopes, not come to years. 

The day of my dark woes is yet but mom. 

My tears but tender, and my death new-born. 

Yet may these unfledged griefs give fate some guess, 
These cradle-torments have their towardness ; 

These puiple buds of blooming death may be 
Erst the full stature of a fatal tree; 

And, till my riper woes to age are come. 

This knife may be the spear’s 

On the W ounds of war crucified Lord. 

THESE wakeful wounds of Thine ! 

Arc they mouths? or are they eyes ? 

Be they mouths, or be they eyne, 

Each bleeding part some one supplies. 

Lo, a mouth 1 whose full-bloom’ d lips 
At too dear a rate are roses. 

Lo, a blood-shot eye ! that weeps 
And many a cruel tear discloses. 
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0 thou tiuit iin this fiiijt hiL^t laul 
Many ii ki<M ami nmnv n tnir, 

Now Lhoii hhult havo all irpaiil, 

Wlmlsoo'i'r ihy i-hargi's wlti*. 

This foul hath i^ot a moulli ami lips, 

To pay till' swpL't nuiii of thy ki^sp.? ; 

To pay thy toai-s, an vyp that wL'i'pa, 

Insteail of tears, siieh gems us this is. 

The iliffiTenDD only this appears, 

Nor can the change offeiiil, 

The ileht is paiil iii ruby tears, 

Whifh thou in peails didst lend. 

[>n our crunjiad LorJ^ naiad and hhodij. 

IT’ have left Thee naked, Lnril ; D that they had I 
This ganiipiit, too, I would they had denied. 
Thee with Tliyself they have too liehly ulad, 
Opening the purple wardrobe of Thy side. 

0 never could thcie garment bo too good 

For Thee to wear, but this of Thine own blood ! 

Eastar-day. 

ISE, Heir of fresh Eternity, 

From thy virgin-tomb : 

Kiae, mighty Man of wonders, and Thy world 
with Thee ; 

Thy tomb, the universal East, 

Nature’s new womb, 

Thy tomb, fair Immortality’s perfumed neat. 
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Df all the glories make noon gay 
This is the morn ; 

This rock buds forth the fountain of the streams of day; 
In joy’s white annals lives this hour, 

When life was born, 

No eloud-scowl on his radiant lids, no tempest-lowei'. 

Life, by this light’s nativity, 

All creatures have; 

Death only by this day’s just doom is forced to die. 

Nor is death forced; for may he lie 
Throned in thy grave, 

Death will on this condition be content to die. 


Oti the bleeding Wmnds of our crucified Lord. 

ESU, no more, it is full tide ; 

From Thy head and from Thy feet, 
From Thy hands and from Thy side, 

All Thy purple rivers meet. 

What need Thy fair head bear a part 
In showers ? as if Thine eyes had none ; 

What need they help to drown Thine heart, 

That strives in torrents of its own ? 

Thy restless feet now cannot go, 

For us and our eternal good, 

As they were ever wont I What though 
They swim, alas I in their own flood/ 
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Thy hands to givi3, Thou canst not lift ; 

Yet will Thy hand still giving be ; 

It gives, but 0, itseirs the gift : 

It gives though bound, though bound ’tis free. 

But 0, Thy side ; Thy deep digg’d side 
That hath a double Nilus going, 

Nor ever was the Pharian tide 
Half so fruitful, half so flowing. 

Water’d by the showers they bring. 

The thorns that Thy blest brows eneloscs, 

A cruel and u costly spring, 

Conceive proud hopes of proving roses.* 

No hair so small but pays his river 
To this Eed Sea of Thy blood. 

Their little channels can deliver 
Something to the general flood. 

But, while I speak, whither are run 
All the rivers named before? 

I counted wrong; there is but one : 

But 0, that one is one all o’er. 

Hain-swoll’n rivers may rise proud, 

Bent all to drown and overflow; 

But when indeed alCs oveiftow’d, 

They tliemselvBS aje drowned too. 

* This verse’ is nut in the version of the Faria edition of 1 652 . 
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This Thy blaoil’a deluge, a djre chance, 

Dear Loril, tu Thee, to us is found 
A deluge of deliveranee, 

A deluge lest we should be drown’d. 

Ne’er wasb Thou, in a sense so sadly true, 

The well of living waters, Lord, till now! 

Sanison to his Ddilah. 

KUEL, could not once blinding me suffice ! 
When first I look’d on thee I lost mine e\es. 

Psalm xxiii. 

APPY mo ! 0 happy sheep ’ 

Wliom my Grod vouchsafes to keep ; 
Even my God, even He it is 
That points me to these ways of bliss ; 

□n whose pastures cheerful Spring 
All the year doth ait and sing, 

And, rejoicing, smiles to see 
Their green backs wear his livery. 

Pleasure sings my soul to rest, 

Plenly Aveiirs me at her breast, 

Whose sweet temper teaches me 
Nor wanton nor in want to be. 

At my feet the hlubb’nng mountain. 

Weeping, melts into u fountain, 

Wliose soft silver-sweating streams 
Make high noon forget his beams. 

When my wayward breath is flying 
lie calls home my soul from dying, 
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Strokes and tames my rabid grief, 
And does woo me into life : 

When my simple weakness strays, 
Tangled in forbidden ways. 

He, my Shepherd, is my guide, 

He^s before me, on my side, 

And behind me, He beguiles 
Draft in all her knotty wiles : 

He expounds the giddy wonder 
Of my weary steps, and under 
Spreads a path clear os the day, 
Where no churlish rub says nay 
To my joy-conducted feet, 

Whilst they gladly go to meet 
Grace and Peace, to meet new lays 
Tuned to my great Shepherd’s praise. 
Come now all ye terrors, sally, 

Muster forth into the valley, 

MTiere triumphant darkness hovers 
With a sable wing, that covers 
Brooding horror. Dome thou, Death, 
Let the damps of thy dull breath 
Overshadow even the shade, 

And make darkness’ self afraid ; 

There my feet, even there shall find 
Way for a resolved mind. 

Still my Shepherd, still my GlmI, 

Thou art with mej still Thy rod. 

And Thy staff, whose influence 
Gives direction, gives defence. 

At the whisper of Thy word 
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prown'd abundance spreads my board ; 

While I feast, my foes do feed 
Their rank malice, not their need ; 

So that with the selfsame bread 
They are starved, and I am fed. 

How my head in ointment swims ! 

How my cup overlooks her brims ! 

So, even so still may I move 
By the line of Thy dear love ; 

Still may Thy sweet mercy spread 
A shady arm above my head, 

About my paths ; so shall I find 
The fair centre of my mind, 

Thy temple, and those lovely walls 
Bright ever with a beam that falls 
Fresh from the pure glance of Thine eye, 
Lighting to Eternity. 

There I’ll dwell fur ever, there 
Will I find u purer air. 

To feed my life with, there I’ll sup 
Balm and nectar in my cup, 

And thence my ripe soul will I breathe 
Warm into the aims of death. 

Psalm cxxxvii. 

the proud banks of great Eupluates’ fiooil 

Dur harps, that now no music understood, 
Nodding on the willows slept, 

Wliile unhappy captives we, 

Lovely Sion, thought on thee. 



30 


STEPS TO THE TEMPLE, 


They, they that snatch’d us fnjm our country’s breast 
Would have a song carved to their ears 

In Hebrew numbers, then, O eruel jest ! 

When harps and hearts were drown’d in tears : 
Dome, they cried, come, sing and play 
One of Sion’s songs to day. 

Sing? play? to whom shall wc sing or play 
If not, Jerusalem, to thee? 

Ah ! thee, J erusalem ; ah ! sooner may 
This hand forget the mastery 
Of music’s dainty touch, than I 
The music uf thy memory. 

Which when I lose, 0 may at once my tongue 
Lose this same busy speaking art, 

Unperch’d, her vocal arteries unstrung. 

No more acquainted with my heart, 

On my dry palate’s roof to rest 
A wither’d leaf, an idle guest ! 

No, no, thy good, Sion, alone must crown 
The head of all my hope-nursed joys. 

I3ut, Edom, cruel thou ! thou criedst, Down, down 
Sink Sion, down, and never rise ! 

Her falling thou didst urge and thrust, 

And haste to dash her into dust ! 

Dost laugh ? proud Babel’s daughter ! Do, laugh on, 
Till thy ruin teach thee tears ; 

Even such as these, laugh, till a ’venging throng 
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Of woes too late do rouse thy fears ; 

Laugh, till thy chiHrcn’s hlcciliug bones 
Weep precious tears upon the stones ! 

QUEM VIDISTIS PASTORES, ETC. 

A Hymn of the Nativity, smuj hy the Shepherds. 

Ciinnus. 

OME, we shepherds whose blest sight 
Hath met Love’s noon in Nature’s night ; 
Come, lift we up our loftier song, 

And wake the sun that lies too long. 

To all our world of well-stol’n joy 

lie slept, and dreamt of no such thing, 

While we found out Heaven’s fairer eye, 

And kiss’d the cradle of our Kang ; 

Tell him he rises now too late 
To show us aught worth looking at. 

Tell him we now can show him more 
Than he e’er show’d to mortal sight, 

Than he himself e’er saw before, 

Wliicli to be seen needs not his light 
Tell him, Tityrus, where th’ hoat bcon, 

Tell him, Thyraia, what tli’ hast seen. 

Tityrus. 

Gloomy night embraced the place 
Where the noble infant lay : 

The babe look’d up, and shuw’d His face, 
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In spite of darkness it was day. 

It was Thy day, sweet, and did rise. 

Not from the East, but from Thy eyes. 
Chorus. It was Thy day, sweet, ike. 

Thyrsib. 

Winter chid aloud, and sent 

The angry North to wage his wars : 

The North forgot his fierce intent. 

And left perfumes insteEid of scars. 

By those sweet eyes’ persuasive powers, 
Wliere he meant frosts he scatter’d flowers. 
Chorus. By those sweet eyes’, ikc. 

Both. 

We saw Thee in Thy balmy nest, 

Young dawn of our eternal day ; 

We saw Thine eyes break from the East, 
And chose the trembling shades away : 
We saw Thee, and wo bleat the sight, 

We saw Thee by Thine own awcet light. 

Tityrus. 

Poor world, said I, what wilt thou do 
To entertain this starry stranger? 

Is this the beat thou const bestow — 

A cold and not too cleanly manger? 
Contend, the powers of heaven and earth, 
To fit a bed for this huge birth. 

Chorus. Contend, the powers, ikc. 
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Proud world, said I, cease your contest. 
And let the mighty babe alone. 

The phu3nix builds the ph[Bnix’ nest, 
Love's architecture is His own. 

The babe, whose birth embraves this morn. 
Made His own bed ere He was bom. 

Vhur\is, The babe whose birth, dec. 

Tityiius. 

I saw the curl'd drops, soft and slow, 

Come hovering o'er the place’s head, 
OfTring their whitest sheets of snow. 

To furnish the fair infant’s bed. 

Forbear, said I, be not too bold. 

Your fleece is wliite, bub ’tis too cold. 

Thyhsis. 

1 saw th’ obsequious seraphim 
Their rosy fleece of fire bestow. 

For well they now can spare their wings. 
Since Heaven itself lies here below. 

Well done, said I ; but are you sure 
Your down, so warm, will pass for pure? 

VhonjLS. Well done, said I, ifcc. 

Both. 

No, no, your King’s not yet to seek 
Where to repose His royal head ; 

Wee, see how soon His ncw-bloom’d cheek 
’Twixt mother’s breasts is gone to bed. 
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Sweet choice, said we, no way but so, 

^ot to lie cold, yet sleep in snow ! 

Vhurus, Sweet choice, said we, Jbc. 

Full Chdbus. 

Welcome all wonders in one sight ! 

Eternity shut in a span ! 

Summer in winter I day in night ! 

Chobus. 

Heaven in earth ! and Grod in man ! 

&reat little one, whose all- embracing birth 
Lifts earth to Heaven, stoops Heaven to earth ' 

Welcome, tho’ nor to gold, nor silk, 

To more than Caisar’s birthright is ■ 

Two sister seas of virgin’s milk, 

With many a rarely-temper’d kiss, 

That breathes at once both maid and mother, 
Warms in the one, cools in the other. 

She sings Thy tears osleop, and dips 
Her kisses in Thy weeping eye ; 

She spreads the red leaves of Thy lips, 

That in their buds yet blushing lie. 

She ’gainst those mother diamonds tries 
The points of her young eagle’s eyes.* 

Welcome — tho’ not to those gay flies, 

(jilded i’th’ beams of earthly kings. 

Slippery souls in smiling eyes — 

* This verse is not m the version of the Paris edition of 1 652. 
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But to pDDr shepherds, homespua things, 
Whose wealth’s their flocks, whose wit’s to be 
Well read in their simplicity. 

Yet, when young April’s husband show’rs 
Shall bless the fruitful Main’s hcJ, 

We’ll bring the fii’st-burii of her flowers. 

To kiss Thy feet, and crown Thy head. 

To Thee, dread Lamb ! whose love must keep 
The shepherds while they feed their sheep. 

To Thee, meek Majesty, soft King 
Df simple graces and sweet loves 1 
Each of us his lamb will bring, 

Each his pair of silver doves ! 

At last, in fire of Thy fair eyes, 

Ourselves become our own best sacrifice ! 




SDSPETTD D'HEEODE. 


LIBBO PBIMD. 

Arc;dmentii. 

Castino Lhe times with their strong signs, 

Death’s master His own death divines^ 

Struggling for help, His best hope is 
Herod’s su^icion may heal His : 

Therefore He sends a friend to wake 
The sleeping tyrant’s fond mistake, 

Who fears, m vain, that He whose birth 
Means heav’n should meddle with his earth. 

USE, now the servant of soft loves no more, 
Hate is thy theme, and Herod; whose imhlest 
Hand — so what dares not jealous great- 
ness — tore 

A thousand sweet babes linm their mothers’ breast. 

The blooms of martyrdom. D, be a door 
Of language to my infant lips, ye best 

Df confessors ! whose throats, answering his swords, 
Have forth your blood for breath, spoke souls forwords, 

Great Anthony ! Spain’s well-beseeming pride, 

Thou mighty branch of emperors and kings; 

The beauties of whose dawn what eye may bide, 

Which with the sun himself weighs e^uol wings ! 
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Map of hEroic worth ! whom far anil wile 
To the beliEving world Fame boldly sings ; 

Deign thou to wear this humble wreath that bows 
To be the sacred honour of thy brows. 

Nor needs my Muse a blush, or these bright flow’rs, 
□ther than what their own blest beauties bring ; 

They were the smiling sons of those sweet bow’rs 
That drink the dew of life, whose deathless spring 
Nor Syi-ian flame, nor Dorean frost dcflow’rs : 

From whence heav’ii-labouring bees, with busy wing. 
Suck hidden sweets, which well-digested proves 
Immortal honey for the hive of loves. 

Thou, whose strong hand, with so transcendent woilh, 
Holds high the reign of fair Parthenopc, 

That neither Home nor Athens can bring forth 
A name in noble deeds rival to thee ! 

Thy fame’s full noise makes proud the patient earth, 
Far more than matter for my Muse and me. 

The Tyrrhene seas and shores sound all the same. 
And in their murmui's keep thy mighty nama 1 

Below the bottom of the great abyss, 

There, where one centre reconciles all things, 

The world’s profound heart pants; there placM is 
Mischiefs old master: close about him clings 
A curl’d knot of embracing snakes, that kiss 
llis correspondent cheeks : these loathsome strings 
Hold the perverse prince in eternal ties, 

Fast bound, since first he forfeited the skies. 
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The juige uf torments, and the king of tears, 

He tills a burnish’d throne of quenchless tire : 

And, for his old fair rubes of light, he wears 
A gloomy mantle of dork flames ; the tire 
That crowns his hated head, on high appears. 

Where seven tall horns, his empire’s pride, aspire : 
And, to make up hell’s majesty, each horn 
Seven crested Hydras horribly adorn. 

His eyes, the sullen dens of death and night, 

Startle the dull air with a dismal red : 

Such his fell glances as the fatal light 
Df staring comets, that look kingdoms dead ; 

From his black nostrils and blue lips, in spite 
Of hell’s own stink, a worser stench is spread ; 

His breath hell’s lightning is : and each deep groan 
Disdains to think that heav’n thunders alone. 

His flaming eyes’ dire exhalation 
Unto a dreadfiil pile gives fiery breath ; 

Whose un consumed consumption preys upon 
The never-dying life of a long death. 

In this sad house of slow destruction, 

His shop of flames, he fries himself, beneath 
A mass of woes ; his teeth for torment gnash. 

While his steel sides sound with his tail’s strong lash. 

Three rigorous virgins, waiting still behind. 

Assist the throne of th’ iron-sceptred king : 

With whips of thorns and knotty vipers twined 
They rouse him, when his rank thoughts need a sting : 
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Their locks arc beds of uncomb’d snakes, that wind 
About their shady hrows in wanton rings ; 

Thus reigns the wrathful king, and while he reigns, 
His sceptre and himself both he disdains. 

Disdainful wretch ! how hath one bold sin cost 
Thee all the beauties of thy once bright eyes ! 

Hdw hath one black eclipse cancell’d and crost 
The glories that did gild thee in thy rise ! 

Proud morning of a pervBi*se day ! how lost 
Art thou unto thyself, thou too self-wise 
^^arcissus ! foolish Phaeton ! who, fur all 
Thy high-aim’ d hopes, gain’dst but a flaming fall. 

From death’s sad shades to the life-breathing air, 

This mortal enemy to mankind’s good 
Lifts his malignant eyes, wasted with care. 

To become beautiful in human blood : 

AMiere Jordan melts bis crystal, to make fair 
Tile fields of Palestine, wdth so pure a flood, 

There does he fix his eyes; and there detect 
New matter, to make goud his great suspect. 

He calls to mind th’ old quarrel, and what spark 
Set the contending sons of heav’n on fire : 

Oft in his deep tliuught he revolves the dark 
Sibyl’s divining leaves: he docs enquire 
Into th’ old prophecies, trembling to mark 
How many present prodigies conspire 

To crown tlicir past predictions ; both he lays 
Together, in his pond’rous mind both weighs. 
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HBaven’s gDlien-winged herald late he saw 
Td a poor (jalilean virgin sent; 

How low the bright youth bow’d, and with what awe 
Immortal flow’rs to her fair hand present. 

He saw th’ old Ilehi'ew’s womb neglect the law 
Of age and barrenness, and her babe prevent 
Ilia birth, by his devotion, who began 
Betimes to be a saint, before a man. 

He saw rich nectar-thaws release the rigour 
Of th’ icy North ; from frost-bound Atlas’ hands 
His adamantine fett€ra fall; green vigour 
Gladding the Scythian rocks and Libyan sands ; 

He saw a vernal smile sweetly disfigure 
Winter’s sad face, and through the flow’ry lands 
Of fair Engaddi, honey-sweating fountains 
Withmanna,milk, andbalm, new broach the mountains. 

He saw how, in that blest day-bearing night, 

The heav’n-rebuked shades made haste away ; 

How bright a dawn of angels with new light 
Amazed the midnight world, and made a day 
Of which the morning knew not ; mad with spite, 

Ho mark’d how the poor shepherds ran to pay 
Their simple tribute to the babe, whose birth 
Was the great business both of heav’n ai^d earth. 

He saw a threefold sun, with rich increase. 

Make proud the ruby portals of the East ; 

He saw the temple sacred to sweet Peace, 

Adore her Prince’s birth, fiat on her breast ; 
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IId Haw ths falling iilula all confess 
A coming Deity ; lie saw the nest 

Of pois’iiDUB and unnatural loves, earth-nurst, 
Touch’d with the world’s true antidote, to burst. 

He saw hcav’ii blossom with a new-born light, 

On which, as on a glorious stranger, gazed 

The golden eyes of night; whose beam made bright 

The way to llethle’m, and as boldly blazed, 

Nor ask’d leave of the sun, by day os night; 

Ey whom, os hcav’ii’s illustrious handmaid, raised. 
Three kings, or, what is more, three wise men ^eut 
Westward to find the world’s true orient. 

Struck with these great concurrences of things. 
Symptoms so deadly unto death and him, 

Fain would he have forgot what fatal strings 
Eternally bind each rebellious limb, 
lie shook himself, and spread his spacious wings : 
Which, like two bosom’d sails, embrace the dim 
Air with a dismal shade ; but all in vain, 

Of sturdy adamant is his strong chain. 

While thus heav’n’s highest counsels, by the low 
Footsteps of their effects, he traced too weU, 

He toss’ d his troubled eyes, embers that glow 
Now with new rage, and wax too hot for hell. 

With his foul claws he fenced his furrow’d brow. 

And gave a ghastly shriek, whose horrid yell 

Ean trembling through the hollow vaults of nigbt, 
The while his twisted toil ho gnaw’d for spite. 
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Yet on the other siic fain would he start 
Above his fears, and think it cannot be : 

He studies Scripture, strives to sound the heart, 

And feci the pulse of every prophecy ; 

He knows, but knows not how, or by what art, 

The heav’n- expecting ages hope to sec 

A mighty babe, whose pure, unspotted birth 
From a chaste virgin womb should bless tlie earth. 

But these vast mysteries his senses smother, 

And reason — for what’s faith to him ? — devour : 

How she that is a maid should prove a mother, 

Yet keep inviolate her virgin flow’r; 

How Grod’s Eternal Son should be man’s brother, 
Poseth his proudest intellectual pow’r ; 

How a pure spirit should incarnate be, 

And life itself wear dcath^s frail livery. 

That the great angel-blinding light should shrink 
His blaze, to shine in a poor shepherd’s eye ; 

That the unmeasured God so low should sink, 

As pris’ncr in a few poor rags to lie ; 

That from His mother’s breast He milk should drink 
WTio feeds with nectar hcav’n’s fair family ; 

That a vile manger His low bed should prove 
Who thunders on a throne of stars ab ovc ; 

That He whom the sun serves should faintly peep 
Through clouds of infant flesh ; that He, the old 
Eternal Word, should be a child, and weep ; 

That He who mode the fire should fear the cold , 
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That heav’n^s high majeatj His uDurt should keep 
In a clay-cottage, by each blast controU’d ; 

That glory’s self should serve our griefs and fears; 
And free eternity submit to years : 

And further, that the law’s eternal giver 
Should bleed in His own law’s obedience; 

And to the circumcising knife deliver 
Himself, the forfeit of hia slaves’ offence; 

That the unblcmish’d Lamb, blessed for ever, 

Should take the mark of ain, and pain of sense; 

These are the knotty riddles, whose dark doubt 
Entangles his lost thoughts, post finding out. 

^Tiile new thoughts boil’d in hia enraged breast, 

Hia gloomy bosom’s darkest character 
Was ill hia shady forehead seen express’d. 

The forehead’s shade, in grief’s expression there, 
la what in sign of joy among the blest 
The face’s ligiit’ning, or a smile is hero. 

Those stings of care that his strong heart oppress’d, 
A desperate 0 m^! drew from his deep breast. 

0 me ! thus bellow’d he; 0 me ! what great 
Portents before mine eyes their pow’rs advauco? 

And serve my purer sight, only to beat 

Down my proud thought, and leave it in a trance ? 

Frown I ; and can great nature keep her scat ? 

And the gay stars lead on their golden dance ? 

Can ILs attempts above still prosp’rous be, 
Auspicious still, in spite of hell and mo? 

B 
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Hehaa my heaven — whatwoulil He more? — whose bright 
And radiant sceptre this bold hand should bear; 

And for the never-fading fields of light, 

My fair inheritance, he confines mu here, 

To this dark house of shades, horror, and night, 

To draw a long-lived death, where all my cheer 
Is the solemnity my sorrow wears, 

That mankind’s torment waits upon my tears. 

Dark, dusky man, lie needs would single forth, 

To make the partner of His own pure ray : 

And should we pow’rs of Ilcav’ii, spirits of worth, 

Bow our bright heads before a king of clay ? 

It shall not be, said I, and clomb the North, 

"Where never wing of angel yet made way : 

Wliat though 1 miss’d my blow? yet I stroke high, 
And to dare something is some victory. 

Is He not satisfied'^ Mean.s lie to wrest 
Hell from me too, and sack my territories? 

Vile human nature means He nut t’ invest, — 

□ my despite ! — ^with Ilis divinest glories ? 

And rising with rich spoils upon His breast. 

With His fair triumphs fill all future stories ? 

Must the bright arms of heaven rebuke these eyes? 
Mock me, and dazzle my dark mysteries? 

Art thou not Lucifer ? he to whom the droves 
□f stars that gild the morn in charge were given ? 

The nimblest of the lightning-winged loves? 

The fairest, and the first-born smile of heaven? 
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Look in what pomp the mistress planet moves, 
RevVently cirelei by the lesser seven ; 

Such, and so rich, the ilamcs that from thine eyes 
Oppress'd the common people of the skies. 

Ah, wretch ! what boots thee to cast back thy eyes 
Where dawning hope no beam of comfort shows ? 

Wliile the reflection of thy forepas t j oys 
Renders tlice double to thy present woes; 

Rather make up to thy new miseries, 

And meet the mischief that upon thee grows. 

If hell must mourn, heaven sure shall sympathise; 
What force cannot effect, fraud shall devise. 

And yet whose force fear I? Have I so lost 
Myself? niy strength, too, with my innocence? 

Come, try who dares, heaven, earth, whatever dost boost 
A borrow’d being, make tliy bold defence; 

Come, thy Creator, too ; what though it cost 
Me yet a second fall ? we’d try our strengths. 

Heaven saw us struggle once, as brave a fight 
Earth now should sue, and tremble at the sight. 

Thus spoke th’ impatient prince, and mode a pause ; 
His foul hags raised their heads, and clapp’d their hands ; 
And all the powers of hell, in full applause, 

Flourish’d their snakes, and toss' d their flaming brands. 
We, said the horrid sisters, wait thy laws, 

Th’ obsequious handmaids of thy high commands; 

Be it thy part, hell’s mighty lord, to lay 
On us thy dread commands, ours to obey. 
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Wliat thy Aleutu, what thesu hands can da, 

Thuu mad’st bold proof upon the brow of heaven ; 

Nor sliould’st thou bate in pride, because that now 
To these thy sooty kingdoms thou art driven: 

Let heavens Lord chide above, louder than thou, 

In language of Ilis thunder, thou art even 
With Him below: here thou art lord alone, 
Boundless and absolute: hell is thine own. 

If usual wit and strength will do no good, 

Virtues of stones, nor herbs: use stronger charms. 
Anger, and love, best hooks of human blood. 

If all fail, we’ll put on our proudest arms, 

And pouring on heavhi’s face the sea’s huge flood. 
Quench his curl’d fires ; we’ll wake with our alarms 
Ellin, where’er she sleeps at Nature’s feet. 

And crush the world till his wide corners meet. 

Replied the proud king, D my crown’s defence ! 

Stay of whose strong hopes, you of whose brave worth 
The frighted stars took faint experience, 

When ’gainst the thunder’s mouth we marched forth : 
Still you arc prodigal of your love’s expence 
In our great projects, both ’gainst hcav’n and earth; 

I thank you all, but one must single out, — 

Cruelty, she alone shall cure my doubt. 

Fourth of the cursM knot of hags is she, 

Or rather all the other three in one ; 

Hell’s shop of slaughter she does oversee. 

And still assists the execution ; 
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But chiefly there iloes she delight to be 
Where helFs capacious caulilrou is set on : 

And while the black souls boil in their own gore, 

To hold them down, and look that none seethe o^er. 

Thrice howl’d the eaves of night, and thrice the sound, 
Thund’ring upon the hanks of those black lakes. 

Rung through the hollow vaults of hell profound; 

At lost her lisb’ning cars the noise o’ertakes. 

She lifts her sooty lamps, and looking round, 

A general hiss, from the whole tire of snakes 

Rebounding, through hell’s inmost caverns came, 

In answer to her formidable name. 

’Mongst all the palaces in hell’s command, 

No one so merciless as this of hers. 

The adamantine doors for ever stand 
Impenetrable, both to pray’rs and tears ; 

The wall’s inexorable steel no hand 
Of Time or teeth of hungry Ruin fears. 

Their ugly ornaments are the bloody stains 
Of ragged limbs, torn skuUs, and dash’d out bramB. 

There has the purple Vengeance a proud seat, 

Whose cvcr-brandisli’d s^vord is sheath’d in blood : 
About her Hate, Wrath, War, and Slaughter sweat, 
Bathing their hot limbs in life’s precious flood. 

There rude, impetuous Rage does storm and fret : 

And there, as master of this raurd’ring brood. 
Swinging a huge scythe, stands impartial Death, 
Witli endless business almost out of breath. 
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For hangings and for uurtains, all along 
The walls — abominable ornaments ! — 

Are tools of wrath, anvils of torments bung ; 

Fell executioners of foul intents, 

Nails, hammers, hatchets sharp, and halters strong. 
Swords, spears, with all the fatal instruments 

Of sin, and death, twice dipp’d in the dire stains 
Of brothers’ mutual blood, and fathers’ brains. 

The tables finnish’d with a cursed feast, 

Which Harpies with lean Famine feed upon, 

Unfill’d for ever. Here, among the rest. 

Inhuman Erisichthon, too, makes one ; 

Tantalus, Atreus, Progne, here are guests : 

Wolvish Lycaon here a place hath won. 

The uup they drink in is Medusa’s skull, 

Which, mix’d with gall and blood, they quaff brim fuU. 

The foul queen’s most abhoned maids of honour, 
Medea, Jezebel, many a mcagi’e witch. 

With Circe, Scylla, stand to wait upon her ; 

But her best housewives are the Parc®, which 
StiU work for her, and have their wages from her ; 
They prick a bleeding heart at every stitch ; 

Her cruel clothes of costly threads they weave, 
Which short-cut lives of murder’d infants leave. 

The house is hears’d about with a black wood. 

Which nods with many a heavy-headed tree ; 

Each flower’s a pregnant poison, tried and good : 

Each herb a plague : the winds’ sighs timed he 
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By a black fount, which wocpa into a flood. 

Through the thick shades obscurely might you see 
Minotaurs, Dyclopscs, with a dark drove 
Of Dragons, Hydras, Sphinxes, till the grove. 

Hero Dlomed’s horses, Phcrcus’ dogs appear, 

With the fierce lions of Therodamas ; 

Busiris has his bloody altar here ; 

Here Syllii his severest prison has ; 

Thu Lestrigonians here their table rear; 

Here strong Procrustes plants his bed of brass ; 

Here cruel Scyroii boasts Ins bloody rocks. 

And hateful Schinas his so feared oaks. 

Whatever schemes of blood, faniastic frames 
Of death Mezentius, or Gcryon drew ; 

Phalaris, Ochiis, Ezclinus, names 
Mighty in mischief, with dread Nero too; 

Here are they all ; here all the swords or flamer 
Assyrian tyrants, or Egyptian knew. 

Such was the house, so furnish’d was the hall, 
Wliciicc the fourth Fury answer’d Pluto’s colL 

Scarce to this monster could the shady king 
The honid sum of his intentions tell ; 

But she, swift as the momentary wing 
Of lightning, or the words he spoke, left hell. 

She rose, and with her to our world did bring 
Pale proof of her fell presence, th’ air too well, 

With a changed countenance, witnessid the fight, 
And poor fowls intercepted in- their flight. 
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Heaven saw her rise, anil saw bell in the sight. 

The fields^ fair eyes saw her, and saw no more, 

But shut their flowery lids ; for ever night 
And winter strow her way : yea, such a sore 
Is she to nature, that a general fright, 

An universal palsy spreading o’er 

The face of things, from her dire eyes had run. 
Had not her thick snakes hid them from the sun. 

Now had the night’s companion from her den, 
Where all the busy day she close doth lie. 

With her soft wing wiped from the brows of men 
Day’s sweat; and by a gentle tyranny. 

And sweet oppression, kindly cheating them 
Df all their cares, tamed the rebellious eye 
Of sorrow; with a soft and downy hand 
Scaling all breasts in a Lcthsean band. 


When the Erinnys her black pinions spread, 

And came to Bethle’ni, where the cruel king 
Had now retired himself, and borrowed 
His breast awhile from care’s unijuiet sting. 

Such as at Thebes’ dire feast she show’d her head. 
Her sulphur-breathed torches brandishing. 

Such to the frighted palace now she comes. 

And with soft feet searches the silent rooms. 

By proud usurping Herod now was borne 
The sceptre, which of old great David sway’d. 
Whose right by David’s lineage so long worn. 
Himself a stranger to, his own had made : 
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And from the head of Judali’a house quite torn 
The crown ; fur whieh upon their neeks he laid 
A sod yoke, under winch they sighed in vain, 

And, looking on their lost state, sighM again. 

Up through the spacious palace passed she, 

To where the king’s proudly-reposed head — 

If any can be soft to Tyranny 

And aelf-tormcntiiig sin — ^liad a soft bed. 

She thinks not fit such he her face should sec, 

Aa it is seen by hell ; and seen with dread : 

To change her face’s style she doth devise. 

And in a pale ghost’s shape to spare his eyes. 

Herself awhile she la^^s aside, and makes 
Kcody to personate a mortal part. 

Joseph the king’s dead brother’s shape she takes, 

AVhat he by nature was, she is by art, 

She comes to tli’ king, and with her cold hand slakes 
His spirits, the sparks of life, and chills his heart, 
Life’s forge ; feign’d is her voice, and false, too, be 
Her words — yieep’st thou, fond man? Slcep’st thou? 
said she. 

So sleeps a pilot whose poor bark is press’d 
With many a merciless u’er-mast’ring wave; 

For whom, os dead, the wrathful winds contest. 

Which of them deep’st shall dig her wat’ry grave. 
Wliy dost thou let thy brave soul lie suppress’d 
In death-like slumbera, while thy dangers crave 
A waking eye and hand ? Look up, aud see 
The fates ripe in their great conspiracy. 
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Know’st thou not how of th’ Hobrew^s royal stem — 
That old dry stock — a despair’d branch is sprung, 

A most strange babe ! who here, conceal’ 1 by them, 

In a neglected stable lies, among 
Beasts and base straw: already is the stream 
^uite turn’d: th’ ingrateful rebels this their young 
Master, with voice fi’ce as the tmmp of Fame, 

Their new king, and thy successor proclaim. 

What busy motions, what wild engines stand 
On tiptoe in their giddy brains ? th’ have fire 
Already in their bosoms ; and their hand 
Already reaches at a sword : they hire 
Poisons to speed thee ; yet through all the land 
What one comes to reveal what they conspire ? 

Go now, make much of these ; wage still their wars, 
And bring home on thy breast more thankless scars. 

Why did I spend my life, and spill my blood, 

That thy firm hand for ever might sustain 
A well-pois’d sceptre? Does it now seem good 
Thy brother’s blood be spilt, life spent in vain ? 

’Gainst thy own sons and brothers thou hast stood 
In arms, when lesser cause was to complain : 

And now cross fates a watch about thee keep — 
Dan’st thou be careless now, now cau’st thou sleep? 

Where art thou, man ? WGiat cowardly mistake 
Of thy great self hath stol’n king Herod from thee? 

D, call thyself home to thyself; wake, wake, 

And fence the hanging sword heav’n throws upon thee : 
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Ecdcem a worthy wrath ; rouse thou, and shake 
Thyself into a shape that may become thee : 

Bo Herod, and thou shalt not miss from me 
Immortal stings to thy great thoughts and thee. 

So said, her richest snake, which to her wrist 
For a beseeming bracelet she had tied — 

A special womi it was as ever kiss’d 

The foamy lips of Cerberus — she applied 

To the king’s heart ; the snake no sooner hiss’d, 

But virtue heard it, and away she hied ; 

Dire flames diffuse themselves through every vein : 
This done, liomc to her hell she hied amain. 

He wakes, and nith him, ne’er to sleep, new fears : 
His sweat-bedewed bed had now betray’d him 
To a vast field of thorns ; ten thousand spears, 

All pointed in his heart, seem’d to invade him ; 

So mighty were th’ amazing characters 
With which his feeling dream had thus dismay’d him. 
He lus own fancy-framed foes defies : 

In rage, My arms ! Give mo my arms ! he cries. 

As when a pile of food-preparing fire 
The breath of artificial lungs embraves, 

The cauldron-prison’d waters straight conspire, 

And beat the hot brass with rebellious waves; 

He murmurs and rebukes their bold desire ; 

Th’ impatient lii^uor frets, and foams, and raves; 

Till his o’erflowing pride suppress the flame, 
Whence his high spirits and hot cuurago came. 
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So boils the fired Herod’s blood-swoll’ii breast, 

Not to be slaked but by a sea uf blood : 

His faithless crown he feels loose on his crest, 

Which on false tyrant’s head ne’er firmly stood : 

The worm of jealous envy and unrest, 

To which his gnaw’d heart is the growing food, 

Makes him impatient of the liiig’ring light, 

Hate the sweet peace of all- composing night. 

A thousand prophecies that talk strange things 
Had sown of old these doubts in his deep breast; 

And now of late came tributary kings, 

Bringing him nothing but new fears from th’ East; 
More deep suspicions, and more deadly stings, 

With which his fev’rous cares their cold increased: 
And now his dream, hell’s firebrand, still more bright, 
Show’d him his fears, and kill’d him with the sight. 

No sooner, therefore, shall the morning see — 

Night hangs yet heavy on the lids of day — 

But all his councillors must summon’d be, 

To meet their troubled lord: without delay 
Heralds and messengers immediately 
Are sent about, who, posting every way 
To th’ heads and officers of every band, 

Declare who sends, and what is his command. 

Why art thou troubled, Herod ? What vain fear 
Thy blood-revolving breast to rage doth move? 
Heav’n’s King, who doffs Himself weak flesh to wear. 
Comes not to rule in wrath, but serve in love : 
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Nor WDulil lie thia thy fear’ll crown from thee tear, 
But give Thee a better with Himaelf above. 

Poor jealousy ! Why shoiilJ Jle wish to prey 
Upon thy crown, who gives Ilia own away ? 

Make to thy reason, man, ami mock thy doubts ; 

Look how below tliy fears their causes are. 

Thou art u soldier, lEerod ! Serul tliy scouts. 

Sec how lie’s fuiiiishM for so fear’d a war. 

Mlmt nnnoiir does He wear a few thin clouta. 

His trumpets? tender cries. His men to dure 

Soniucli? rude shepherds. What his steeds ? alas, 
Pour heaats ! a slow ox, and a simple ass. 

IL FINE DEL LIDIIO rillMO. 

□N A PRAYER-BO DK SENT TO MRS. M. R. 

0, here a little volume, but great book ! 

A iicsL of new-born sweets, 

Whose native pages disdaining 
To be thus foliled, and complaining 
Of th ese ignoble sheets, 

Affect more comely bands, 

Fair one, from thy kind hands, 

And confidently look 
To find the rest 

Of a rich bin ling in your breast.* 

* So in Lha Paris edition uf 1552. In all the others — 
Fear it nut, sweet, 

It is no hypocrite, 

Much larger in itself, than in its look ! 
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It b in one choice handful, heaven ; and all 
Heaven’s royal hosts encamp’d, thus small 
To prove that true schools use to tell, 

A thousand angels in one point can dwell. 

It is love’s great artillery, 

Which here contracts itself, and comes to he 
Close couch’d in their white bosom ; and from thence, 
As from a snowy fortress of defence, 

Against their ghostly foe to take their part, 

And fortify the hold of your chaste heart. 

It is an armom-y of light ; 

Let constant use but keep it bright, 

You’ll find it yields 
To holy hands and humble hearts, 

More swords and shields 
Than sin hath snares, or hell hath darts. 

Only be sure 
The hands be pure 

That hold these weapons, and the eyes 
Those of turtles, chaste, and true, 

Wakeful, and wise. 

Here’s a friend shall fight for you; 

Hold but this book before your heart, 

Let prayer alone to play his part. 

But, D I the heart 
That studies this high art 
Must be a sure housekeeper, 

And yet no sleeper. 
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Dear SDul, be strong, 

Mercy will come ere long. 

And bring her bosom full of blessings, 
Flowers of never-fading graces ; 

To make immortal dressings 
For worthy souls, whose wise embraces 
Store up themselves for Him who is alone 
The spouse of virgins, and the Virgin’s Son. 

13ut if the noble bridegroom when He comes 
Shall find the wandering heart from home, 
Leaving her chaste abode 
To gad abroad : 

Amongst the gay mates of the god of flics 
To take her pleasure, and to play 
And keep the Devil’s holy day; 

To donee in the sun.shinc of some smiling. 
But beguiling 

Spheres of sweet and sugar’d lies. 

Some slippery pair 
Of false, perhaps, as fair 
Flattering, but foreswearing eyes. 

Doubtless some other heart 
Will get the start 

Meanwhile, and, stepping in before, 

Will take possession of that sacred store 
Of hidden sweets, and holy joys. 

Words wliieh are not hcEird with ears — 
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These tumultuous shops of noise — 

EflFectual whispers, w'hose still voice 
The soul itself more feels than hears. 

Amorous languishmciits, luminous trances, 

Sights which are not seen with eyes, 

Spiritual nni soul-piercing glances : 

AVliose pure anil subtle lightning flies 
Home to the heart, and sets the house on fire; 
And melts it down in sweet desire : 

Yet does not stay 

To ask the windows leave to pass that way. 

Delicious deaths, soft exhalations 
Of soul ; dear and divine annihilations ; 

A thousand unknown rites 
Of joys, and rarified delights, 

A hundred thousand goods, glories, and graces, 
And many a mystic thing. 

Which the divine embraces 
Of the dear spouse of spirits with them will bring; 

For which it is no shame 
That dull mortality must not know a name. 

Of all this store 

Of blessings, and ten thousand more, 

If when He come 
He find the heart from home, 

Doubtless He will unload 
Himself some otherwhere, 
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And pour abroad 
His precious sweets, 

On the fair soul whom first he meets. 

f) fair ! O fortunate ! 0 rich 1 0 dear ! 

0 happy, and thrice happy she, 

Dear silver-hreostel dove 
Wioe’er she be, 

Wliosc early love. 

With winged vows, 

Makes haste to meet her morning spouse, 

And close with his immortal kisses ! 

Happy, indeed, who never misses 
To improve that precious hour : 

And every day 
Seize her sweet prey, 

All fresh and fragrant as he rises, 

Dropping, with a balmy shower, 

A delicious dew of spices. 

O, let the blcs.sful heart hold fast 
Her heavenly armful, she shall taste 
At once ton thousand paradises ; 

She shall have power 
To rifle and deflower 

The rich and roseal spring uf those rare sweets, 
Wliich with a swelling bosom there she meets, 
Boundless and infinite, bottomless treasures 

Df pure inebriating plewures ; 
Happy proof she shall discover, 

What j oy, what bliss, 

F 
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Hdw many liBavciiB at once it is. 

To have a Grod become her lover ! 


ON MR. G. HERBERT’S BOOK, 

Entitled, Th^ Temple of Sacred Poems'* sent to n 
(xeatlewoman. 

NOW you, fair, on what you look ? 
Divincat love lies in this book, 
Expecting fire from your eyes, 

To kindle this His siierifice. 

When your liiiiuls untie these strings, 

Think you’ve nii angel by tlie wings ; 

One that gladly w'ill be nigh 
To wait upon each morning sigh, 

To flutter in the balmy air 
Of your vvcll- perfumed pi ayer. 

These wliitc jilunies of His He’ll lend you, 
Which every day to heaven will send you ; 

To take acq[uaintance of the sphere, 

And all the smooth-faced kindred there. 

And though Herbert’s name do owe 
These devotions, fairest, know 
That while I lay them on the shrine 
Of your white hand, they are mine. 
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A HYMN TO THE NAME AND HONOUR OF 
THE ADMIRABLE SAINT TERESA, 

Foundress of the Reformation of the d invoiced Canne- 
Utes, both men and women; a woman for angelica! 
height of speculation^ for masculine courage of perform- 
ance, more than a woman; who, yet a child, 
outran maturity, and durst plot 
a martyrdom. 

OVE, tlioii art absolute, sole IjorJ 
[)f life anil ilcath. To prove the word, 

We ll now appeal to none of all 
Those thy old soldiers, great and tall, 

Ripe men of mailyrdoin, that eoiild reach down 
With strong arms their triumphant erown; 

Sueli as eoiilil with lusty breath 
Speak loud, unto the face of death. 

Their great Lord’s glorious name; to none 
Of those whose spaeious bosoms spread a throne 
For love at large to fill ; spare blood and sweat: 

We’ll see Him take a private sent, 

And make ITis iiiaiisioii in the mild 
And milky soul of a soft child. 

Scarce has she learnt to lisp a name 
Of martyr, yet she thinks it shame 
Life should so lung play with that breath 
Which spent can buy so brave a death. 
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She never undertook to know 
What death with love bIiquM have to do. 
Nor has she e’er yet understood 
WTiy, to show love, she should shed blood ; 
Y et, though she cannot tell you why, 

She can love, and she can die. 

Scarce has she blood enough to make 
A guilty sword blush tor her sake ; 

Yet has a heart dares hope to prove 
How much less strong is death than love. 

Be love but there ; let poor six years 
Be posed with the maturest fears 
Man trembles at, we straight shall find 
Love knows no nonage, nor the mind. 

’l^is love, not years or limbs, that can 
Make the martyr, or the man. 

Love toucli’d her heart, and lo ! it beats 
High, and burns with such brave heats ; 
Such thirst to die, as dares drink up 
A thousand cold deaths in one cup. 

Grood i^*ason, for she breathes all fire ; 

Her weak breast heaves with strong desire 
Of what she may, with fruitless wishes, 
Seek fur amongst her mother’s kisses. 

Since ’tis not to be had at home, 

She’ll travel to a martyrdom. 

No home for her confesses she, 

But where she may a martyr be. 

She’ll to the Moors, and trade with them, 
For this unvalued diadem ; 
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She offers them her dearest breath, 

With Christas name in’t, in change for death 
She’ll bargain with them, and will give 
Them brOil, and teach them how tn live 
In Him ; or, if they this deny, 

For Him she’ll teach them huw to die. 

So shall she leave amongst them sown, 

Her Lord’s blood, or at least her own. 

Farewell then, all the world, adieu ! 

Teresa is no more for you. 

Farewell all pleasures, sports, and joys. 
Never till now esteemed toys ! 

FarewL‘11 whatever dear may be, 

Mother’s anus, or father’s knee ! 

Farewell house, and farewell home ! 

She’s for the Moors and martyrdom. 

Sweet, not so fast ; lo ! thy fair spouse, 
Whom thou seek’st with so swift vows, 

Calls the back, and bids thee come 
T’ embrace a milder martyrdom. 

Blest pow’rs forbid, thy tender life 
Should bleed upon a barbarous knife. 

Or some base hand have power to rase 
Thy breast’s chaste cabinet, and uncase 
A soul kept there so sweet. 0, no, 

Wise heaven will never have it so : 

Thou art love’s victim, and must die 
A death more mystical and high ! 
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Into lovB^a arms thou shalt let fall 
A still surviving funeral. 

His is the dart must make the death, 

Whose stroke will taste thy hallowed breath ; 
A dart thrice dipp’d in that rich flame 
Which writes thy spouse's radiant name 
Upon the roof of heaven, where aye 
It shines, and, with a sovereign ray, 

Beats bright upon the burning faces 
Df souls, which in that name’s sweet graces 
Find everlasting smiles. So rare, 

So spiritual, pure and fair, 

Must be the immortal instrument 
Upon whose choice point shall be spent 
A life so loved : and that there be 
Fit executioners for thee, 

The fairest first-born sons of fire, 

Blest seraphim, shall leave their quire, 

And turn love’s soldiers, upon thee 
To exercise their archery. 

0, how oft shalt thou complain 
Of a sweet and subtle pain ! 

Of intolerable joys! 

Of a death, in which who dies 
Loves his death, and dies again, 

And would for ever so bo slain ; 

And lives and dies, and knows not why 
To live, but that he still may die ! 
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Jlow kin illy will thy giiiitlc heart 
Kiss the sweetly-killing dart ! 

Anri close in his embraces keep 
Those delicious wounds, that weep 
Balsam, to heal themselves with thus, 
AAlicn these thy deaths, so numerous, 
Shall all at once die into one, 

And melt thy soul’s sw'eet mansion; 

Like a soft lump of incense, hasted 
By too hot a fire, and wasted 
Into peifuming clouds, so fast 
Shalt thou exhale to heaven at last 
In a resolving sigh, and then, — 

0, what ? Ask not the tongues of men. 

Angels cannot tell; suffice, 

Thyself shalt feel thine own full joys, 

And hold them fast for ever there. 

So soon as thou shalt first appear, 

The moon of maiden stars, thy white 
Mistress, attended by such bright 
Souls as thy shining self, shall come. 

And in her first ranks make thee room ; 
Where, ’mongst her snowy family, 
Immortal welcomes wait for thee. 

□, what delight, when she shall stand 
And teach thy lips heaven, with her hand. 
On which thou now niayst to thy wishes 
Heap up thy consecrated kisses. 

What joy shall seize thy soul, when she. 
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Beniling her bleaaeil eyes on thee. 

Those second smiles of heaven, shall dart 
Her mild rays through thy melting heart ! 

Angela, thy old friends, there shall greet thee, 
Griad at their own home now to meet thee. 

All thy good works which went before, 

And waited for thee at the door, 

Shall own thee there : and all in one 
Weave a constellation 

Of crowns, with which the king, thy spouse. 
Shall build up thy triumphant brows. 

All thy old woes shall now smile on thee, 

And thy pains sit bright upon thee : 

All thy sorrows here shall shine. 

And thy sulFerings be divine. 

Tears shall take comfort, and turn gems. 

And wrongs repent to diadems. 

Even thy death shall live ; and new 
Dress the soul which late they slew. 

Thy wounds shall blush to such bright scars 
As keep account of the Lamb’s wars. 

Those rare works, where thou shalt leave writ 
Love’s noble histoiy, with wit 
Taught thee by none but Him, while here 
They feed our souls, shall clothe thine there. 
Each heavenly word by whose hid flame 
Our hard hearts shall strike fire, the same 
Shall flourish on thy brows ; and be 
Both fire to us and flame to thee : 

Whose light shall live bright in thy face 
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By glory, in our hearts by grace. 

Thau shall look round about, and see 
Thousands of crown’d souls throng to be 
Themselves thy crown, sons of thy vows, 
The virgin-births with which thy spouse 
Made fruitful thy fair soul ; go now, 

And with them all about thee bow 
To Him ; put on, lie’ll say, put on 
My rosy love, that thy rich zone, 
Sparkling with the sacred flames 
Of thousand soids, whose happy names 
Heaven keeps upon thy score . thy bright 
Jiife brought them limt to kiss the light 
That kindled them to stars ; and so 
Thou with the Lamb, thy Ijord, shall go. 
And, wheresoe’er He sets His white 
Steps, walk with Him those ways of light. 
Which who in death would live to see, 
Must learn in life to die like thee. 


AN APDLD&Y FOR THE PRECEDENT 
HYMN, 

As Jiaving written when the Author was yet a 
Protestant. 

wS have I bock again to thy bright name, 

flame 

I took from reading thee. ’Tis to thy wrongs 
I know, that in my weak and woithlcss song 
Thou here art set to shine, where thy full day 
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Scarce dawns. D, pardon^ if I dare to say 
Thine own dear books are guilty: for from thence 
I learnt to know that love is eloquence, 

That heavenly maxim gave me heart to try 
If, what to other tongues is tuned so high, 

Thy praise might not speak English, too ; forbid. 

By all thy mysteries that here lie hid. 

Forbid it, mighty love ! let no fond hate 
Of names and worrls so far prejudicate ; 
iSouls arc not Spaniards, too, one friendly flood 
Of baptism blends them all into one blood. 

Christ’s faith makes but one body of all souls. 

And love’s that body’s soul ; no law controls 
Our free traffie for heaven ; we may maintain 
Peace, sure, with piety, though it come from Spain. 
What soul so e’er in any language can 
Speak heaven like hers is my soul’s countryman. 

0, ’tis not Spanish, but ’tis heaven she speaks, 

’Tis heaven that lies in ambush there, and breaks 
From thence into the wond’ring reader’s breast, 

Wlio finds his warm heart hatch into a nest 
Of little eagles and young loves, whose high 
Flights 3Com the lazy dust, and things that die. 
There arc enow, whose draughts, as deep os hell. 
Drink up all Spain in sack. Let my soul swell 
With thee, strong wine of love ! let others swim 
In puddles; we will pledge this Seraphim 
Bowls full of richer blood than blush of grape 
Was ever guilty of ; change we, too, our shape. 

My soul ! Some drink from men to beasts; 0, then. 
Drink we till we prove more, not less, than men : 
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And turn nut beasts, but angels. Let the king 
Me ever intu these Ilia cellars bring, 

Where flaws siuii wine as we can have uf none 
Hut Jlim who trod the winepress all alone : 

Wine of youth’s life, and the sweet deaths of love ; 
Wine of immortal mixture, which can prove 
Its tiiu'ture from the rosy nectar; wine 
That can exalt weak earth ; and so refine 
Dur dust, that nt one draught mortality 
May drink itself up, and forget to die. 


DN A TREATISE DF CHARITY. 

TSE, then, immortal maid ! religion rise ! 
Put Dll thyself in thine own looks : t’ our eyes 
Be what thy beauties, not our blots, have 
made thee ; 

Such as, ere our dark sims to dust betray’d thee, 

Heav’ii set thee down new- dress’d; when thy bright birth 
Shut thee like lightning to th’ astonish’d earth. 

From th’ dawn of thy fair eyelids wipe away 
Bull mists and melancholy clouds; take Jay 
And thine own beams about thee : bring the best 
Of whatsoe’er perfumed thy eastern nest. 

Gird all thy glories to thee : then sit down, 

Open this book, fair queen, and take thy crown. 

These learned leaves shall vindicate to thee 
Thy holiest, humblest, handmaid. Charity ; 

She’ll dress thee like thyself, set thee on high 
Where thou sholt reach all hearts, command each eye. 
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XiO ! where I see thy eff’ring's wake, and rise 
From the pale duat of that strange saerifice 
Which they themselves were ; each unc putting on 
A majesty that may beseem thy throne. 

The holy youth of heav’n, whose golden rings 
Girt round thy awful altai*s, with bright wings 
Fanning thy fair locks, which the world believes 
As much as secs, shall with these sacred leaves 
Trick their tall plumes, and in that garb shall go 
If not more glorious, more conspicuous though. 

Be it enacted, then, 

By the fair laws of thy firm-pointed pen, 

God’s services no longer shall put on 
A sluttishness for pure religion : 

No longer shall our churches’ frighted stones 
Lie scatter’d like the burnt and martyr’d bones 
Of dead devotion; nor faint marbles weep 
In their sad ruins ; nor religion keep 
A melancholy mansion in those cold 
Urns ; like God’s sanctuaries they look’d of old ; 
Now seem they temples consecrate to none, 

Ur to a new god. Desolation. 

No more th’ hypocrite shall th’ upright be 
Because he’s stiff, and will confess no knee : 

While others bend their knee, no more shalt thou. 
Disdainful dust and ashes, bend thy brow, 

Nor on God’s altar cast two scorching eyes. 

Baked in hot scorn, for a burnt sacrifice ; 

But, for a lamb, thy tame and tender heart, 

New struck by love, still trembling on his dart ; 

Or, for two turtle-doves, it shall suffice 
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To lorinj^ a pair of m[3ek and humble eyes ; 

This shall from henceforth he the masculine thems 
Pulpits and pens shall sweat in ; to redeem 
Virtue to action ; that life-feeding flame 
That keeps religion warm : not swell a name 
Of faith, a mountain-word, made up of air, 

With those dear spoils that want to dress the fair 
And fruitful charity’s full breasts, of old. 

Turning her out to tremble in the cold. 

What can the poor hope from ua ? when we be 
Uncharitable even to Charity. 


DN THE &LDRTOUS ASSUMPTION OF THE 
BLESSED VIRGIN. 

ARK ! she is call’d, the parting hour is come; 
Take thy farewell, poor world, Heaven must 
go home. 

A piece of heavenly light, piu'cr and brighter 

Than the chaste stai’s, whose chuicehimps conic to light her, 

Wliile through the crystal orbs, clearer than they. 

She climbs, and makes a far more milky way. 

She’s call’d again; hark! how th’ immortal dovii 
Sighs to his silver mate : rise up, my love, 

Rise up, my fair, my spotless one ! 

The winter’s past, the rain is gone : 

The spring is come, the flowers appear, 

No sweets, since thou arc wanting here. 
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Dome away, my love; 

Come away, niy iovc ; 

Cast Dff dolay: 

The cQui’t of heaven is come, 

To wait upon thee home ; 

Come away, eome away. 

She’s call’ll again, anil will she go? 

When heav’n bids eome, who can say no ? 
Heav’ii calls her, and she must aAvay ; 

Ileav’n will not, and she cannot stay. 

Go then, go, glorious, on the golden wings 
Of the bright youth of heaven, that sings 
Under so sweet a burilen • go. 

Since thy great Son will have it so : 

And while thou go’st, our song and we 
Will, as we may, reach alter thee. 

Hail ! holy queen ot humble hearts. 

We in thy praise will have our parts ; 

And though thy dearest looks must now be light 
To none but the blest heavens, Avhosc bright 
Beholders, lost in sweet delight, 

Feed for ever their fair sight 
With those divinest eyes, which we 
And our dark Avorld no more shall see. 

Though our poor joys arc parted so, 

Yet shall our lips never let go 
Thy gracious name, but to the last 
Dur loving song shall hold it fast. 

Thy sacred name shall be 
Thyself to us, and we 
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With huly cares will keep it by us ; 
We to the lost 
Will holi ib fast, 

And no assiimptioii shall deny us. 

All sweetest showers 
Df fairest flowers 
We’ll strew upon it : 

Though our sweetness cannot make 
It sweeter, they may take 
Themselves new sweetness from it. 

Maria, men and angels sing, 

Maria, mother of our King. 

Live, rarest princess, and may the bright 
Drown of a most incomparable light 
Embrace thy radiant brows ! 0, may the best 
Df everlasting joys bathe thy white breast! 
Live our chaste love, the holy mirth 
Df heaven, and humble pride of earth : 

Live crown of women, queen of men : 

Live mistress of our song; and when 
Our weak desires have done their best, 

Sweet angels come, and sing the rest I 


A HYMN ON THE DIRCUMDISIDN DF OUR 
LORD. 

ISE, thou best and brightest morning, 

Rosy with a double red; 

With thine own blush thy uheeka adorning. 
And the dear drops this day were shed. 
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All the purple pride ef laces. 

The crimsDii curtains of thy bed ; 

Gild thee not with so sweet graces, 

Nor set thee in so rich a red. 

Of all the fair- cheek’d flowers that fill thee, 
None so fair thy bosom strews, 

As this modest maiden lily 

Our sins have shamed into a rose. 

Bid the golden god, the sun, 

Burnish’d in his best beams rise, 

Put all his red-cyed rubies on, — 

These rubies shall put out his eyes. 

Let him make poor the purple East, 

Search what the world’s close cabinets keep, 

Rob the rich births of each bright nest 
That flaming in their fair beds sleep. 

Let him embrace his own bright tresses 
With a new morning made of gems ; 

Anil wear, in those his wealthy dresses, 
Another day of diadems. 

TMien he hath done all he may. 

To make himself rich in his rise. 

All wiU be darkness to the day 

That breaks from one of these bright eyes. 

And soon this sweet truth shall appear, 

Dear babe, ere many days be done . 
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The mDrn shall come to meet thee here. 

And leave the long-adored sun. 

Here arc beauties shall bereave him 
Of all his eastern paramours : 

His Persian lovers all shall leave him, 

And swear faith to thy sweeter powers. 

Nor while they leave him shall they lose the sun, 
But in thy fairest eyes find two for one.* 


0^ HOPE. 

By way of Question and Answer j between A. VovAey 
and R. Crashaw, 

CoWLKY. 

OPE, whose weak being ruin’d is, 

Alike, if it succeed and if it mivss : 

Wliom ill and good doth epally confound. 
And both the horns of fate’s dilemma wound. 

Vain shadow ! that doth vanish quite 
Both at full noon and perfect night: 

The Fates have not a possibility 
Of blessing thee. 

Tf things, then, from their cuds we happy call, 

’Tis Hope is the most hopeless thing of all. 

Crash AW. 

Hear Hape ! earth’s dowry, and heaven’s debt. 

The entity of things that arc not yet: 

* These two lines are not in tho version of the Fans edition 
of 1552. 

u 
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Subtlest, but surest being ! Thou by whom 
Dur notliing hath a ilcfinitiun : 

Fair uloud of fire ! both shade and light, 

Dur life in deatli, our day in night; 

Fates eunnot find out a capacity 
Of hurting thee. 

From thee their thin dilemma with blunt horn 
Shrinks, like the sick muuii at the wholesome mom. 

Cowley. 

Hope, thou bold taster of delight, 

\Mio, stead of doing so, devour’st it ijuite ; 

Thou bring’at us an estate, yet Icav'st us poor 
By clogging it with legacies before. 

The joys which we entire should wed 
Dome deflower’d virgins tu our bed : 

Good fortunes without gain imported be, 

So mighty custom’s paid to thee ! 

For joy, like wine kept close, doth better taste. 

If it take air before its spirits waste. 

Dbashaw'. 

Thou art love’s legacy under lock 
Df faith: the steward of our growing stock: 

Our crown-lands lie above, yet each meal brings 
A seemly portion for the sons of kings. 

Nor will the virgin-joys we wed 
Dome less unbroken to our bed. 

Because that from the bridal cheek of bliss 
Thou thus steal’st down a distant kiss ; 

Hope’s chaste kiss wrongs no more joy’s maidenhead. 
Than spousal rites prejudge the marriage-bed. 
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Udwley. 

Hope, Fortunu’s uheatiiig lottery, 

Where for one prize an hundred blanks theih be • 
Fond archer, Hope, who tak’st thine aim so far, 
That still or short or wide thine arrows are : 

Thine empty cloud the eye itself deceives 
With shapes that our own fancy gives : 

A cloud which gilt and painted now appear?, 

But must drop presently in tears. 

When thy false beams o’er reason’s light prevail, 

By ifpies fatui, not North stars, we sail. 

Crashaw. 

Fair Hope ! our earlier heaven, by thee 
Young Time is taster to Eternity. 

The generous wine with age grows strong, not soui ; 
Nor need we kill thy fruit to smell thy flower. 

Thy golden head never hangs down, 

Till in the lap of love’s full noon 
It falls and dies. 0, no, it melts away 
As doth the dawn into the day : 

As lumps of sugar lose themselves, and twine 
Their subtle essence with the soul of wine. 

Cowley. 

Brother of Fear ! more gaily clod, 

The merrier fool o^th’ two, yet ijuite os mod. 

Sire of repentance ! shield of fond desire, 

That blows the chymic’s and the lover’s Arc, 

Still leading them insensibly on, 

With the strange witchcraft of Anon ! 
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By thee the one doth changing nature through 
Her endless labyrinths pursue. 

And th^ otJiDr chases woman, while she goes 
More ways and turns than hunted Nature knows. 

CnASHAW’. 

Fortune, alas ! above the world’s law wars : 

Hope kicks the curled heads of conspiring stars 
Her keel cuts not the waves where our winds stli , 
And Fate’s whole lottery is one blank to her. 

Her shafts and she fly far above, 

And forage in the fields of light and love. 

Sweet Hope ! kind eheat ! fair fallacy ! by thee 
We are not where or what we be, 

But what and where we would : thus art thou 
Dur absent presence, and our ftiture now. 

CnASHAW. 

Faith’s sister ! nurse of fair desire ! 

Fear’s antidote ! a wise, a well-stay’ d fire 
Temper’d ’twixt cold despair and torrid joy : 

Queen regent in young love’s minority 1 
Though the vex’d chymic vainly chases 
His fugitive gold through all her faces, 

Ajid love’s more fierce, more firuitless fires assay 
Dne face more fugitive than they, 

True Hope’s a glorious huntress, and her chase, — 
The God of nature in the field of grace 1 
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MUSIC’S DUEL. 

OW westward Sol had spent the richest 
beams 

Df noon’s high glory, when, hard by the 
streams 

L)f Tiber, on the scene uf a green plat, 

Under protection of an oak, there sat 
A sweet lute’s master : in whose gentle airs 
He lost the day’s heat, and his own hot cares. 

Close in the covert of the leaves there stood 
A nightingale, come from the neighbouring wood: — 
The sweet inhabitant of eaeh glad tree. 

Their muse, their Syicn, harmless Syi'en she, — 

There stood she list’niug, and did entertain 
The music’s soft report, and mould the same 
In her own murmurs, that whatever mood 
Ilis cuiious fingers lent, her voice made good. 

The man perceived his rival, and her ail ; 

Disposed to give the light-foot lady sport, 

Awakes his lute, and ’gainst the fight to come 
Informs it, in a sweet 
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Of closer strains ; and eru the war begin 
He slightly skirmishes on every string, 

Uhorged with a flying touch; and straightway she 
Carves out her dainty voice as readily 
Into a thousand sweet distinguish^ tones ; 

And reckons up in soft divisions 

Quick volumes of wild notes, to let him know 

i3y that shrill taste she could do something too. 

His nimble hand’s instinct then taught each string 
A cap’ring cheerfulness; and made them sing 
To their own dance ; now negligently rash 
He throws his arm, and with a long-di’awn dash 
Blends all together, then distinctly trips 
From this to that, then, quick returning, skips 
And snatches this again, and pauses there. 

She measures every measure, everywhere 
Meets art with art ; sometimes, as if in doubt — 

Not perfect yet, and fearing to be out — 

Trails her plain ditty in one long-spun note 
Through the sleek passage of her open throat : 

A clear unwrinkled song; then doth she point it 
With tender accents, and severely joint it 
By short diminutives, that, being rear’d 
In controverting warbles evenly shared, 

With her sweet self she wrangles ; he, amazed 
That from so small a channel should be raised 
The torrent of a voice, whose melody 
Could melt into such sWeet variety, 

Strains higher yet, that tickled with raro art 
The tattling strings — each breathing in his part — 
Moat kindly do fall out; the grumbling base 
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In surly groans disdains the treble’s grace ; 

The high-perch’d treble ehirps at this, and Dhides 
Until his finger — moderator — ^hidcs 
And doses the sweet quarrel, rousing all. 

Hoarse, shrill, at once : as when the trumpets call 
Hot Mars to th’ harvest of death’s field, and woo 
Men’s hearts into their hands ^ this lesson, too, 

She gives him bock, her supple breast thrills out 
Sharp airs, and staggers in a warbling doubt 
Df dallying sweetness, hovers o’er her skill, 

And folds in waved notes, with a trembling bill, 

The pliant series of her slippery song ; 

Then starts she suddenly into a throng 
Of short thick sobs, whose thuiid’ring voUies float 
And roll themselves over her lubric throat 
In panting murmurs, ’still’d out of her breast, 

That ever-bubbling spring, the sugared nest 
Of her delieiuiis soul, that there does lie 
Hathing in streams of liquid melody, — 

Music’s best se ad-plot; when in ripen’d airs 
A gulden-headed haiwest fairly rears 
His honey -dropping tops, plough’d by her breath, 
Which there reciprocally laboureth. 

In that sweet soil it seems a holy qiiiro 
Founded to th’ name of great Apollo’s lyre ; 

"Whose silver roof rings with the sprightly notes 
Of sweet-lipp’d angel-imps, that swill their throats 
In cream of inoming Helicon; and then 
Prefer soft anthems to the ears of men. 

To woo them from their beds, still mmmuring 
That men con sleep while they their matins sing ; — 
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Most divine service ! whose so early lay 
Prevents the eyelids of the blushing day. 

There might you hear her kindle her soft voice 
In the close murmur of a sparkling noise, 

And lay the ground-work of her hopeful song ; 

Still keeping in the forward stream so long, 

Till a sweet whirlwind, striving to get out, 

Heaves her soft bosom, wanders round about, 

And makes a pretty earthquake in her breast; 

Till the fledged notes at length forsake their nest, 
Fluttering in wanton shoals, and to the sky. 
Wing’d with their own wild echos, pratt’ling fly. 
8he opes the floodgate, and lets loose a tide 
Of streaming sweetness, which in state doth ride 
On the waved back of every swelling strain, 

Bising and falling in a pompous train ; 

And while she thus discharges a shrill peal 
Df flashing airs, she qualifies their zeal 
With the cool epode of a graver note ; 

Thus high, thus low, as if her silver throat 
Would reach the brazen voice of war’s hoarse bird ; 
Her little soul is ravish’d : and so pour’d 
Into loose ecstasies, that she is placed 
Above herself — music’s enthusiast! 

Shame now and anger mixed a double stain 
In the musician’s face ; yet once again. 

Mistress, I come. Now reach a strain, my lute. 
Above her mock, or be for ever mute ; 

Or tune a song of victory to me, 

□r to thyself sing thine own obsequy ! 

So said, his hands sprightly as fire he flings. 
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Ani with a quivering cDyness tastes the strings : 

The Bwcct-lipp’il sisters, musically frighted, 

Singing their fears, arc fearfully delighted : 

Trembling as when Ap[)llo\s golden hairs 
Are fanned and frizzled in the wanton airs 
Of his own breath, which, married to his lyre, 

D oth tune the sph er es, an d mak e h eav en’s self 1 o ok higher, 
From this to that, from that to this, he flics. 

Feels music’s pulse in all her arteries; 

Caught in a net which there Apollo spreads, 

Ifis fingers struggle with the voeal threads, 

Following those little rills, he sinks into 

A sea of Helicon ; his hand docs go 

Those parts of sweetness which with nectar drop, 

Softer than that which pants in Hebe’s cup: 

The humourous strings expound his learned touch 
]ly various glosses ; now they seem to grutch 
And murmur in a buzzing din, then gingle 
In Bhrill-tongucd accents, striving to be single; 

Every smooth turn, every delicious stroke, 

Gives life to some new grace: thus doth he invoke 
Sweetness by nil her names ; thus, bravely thus — 
Fraught with a fury so harmonious — 

The lute’s light Oenius now does proudly rise, 

Heaved on the surges of swoU’n rhapsodies, 

Whose flourish, meteor-like, doth curl the air 
With flash of high-born fancies ; here and there 
Dancing in lofty measures, and anon 
Creeps on the soft touch of n tender tone, 

Wlioso trembling murmurs, melting in wild airs, 

Kun to and fro, complaining his sweet cores; 
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Bi^cause thoBs preciDUS mysteries thnt dwell 
In music’s ravish’d soul he dare not tell, 

But whisper to tho world: thus do they vary 
Each string his note, as if they meant to carry 
Their master’s blest soul, snatch’d out at his ears 
By a strong ecstasy, through all the spheres 
Of music’s heaven ; and scat it there on high 
In th’ empyroBum of pure harmony. 

At length — after so long, so loud a strife 
Of all the strings, still breatliing the best life 
Of blest variety, attending ou 
His fingers’ fairest revolution, 

In many a sweet rise, many as sweet a fall — 

A fiill-mouth’d diapason swallows all. 

This done, he lists what she would say to this ; 
And she, although her breath’s late exercise 
Had dealt too roughly with her tender thi’oat, 

Yet summons all her sweet powers for a note. 
Alas, in vain ! for while, sw'ect soul, she tries 
To measure all those wild diversities 
Df chatt’ring strings, by the small size of one 
Poor simple voice, raised in a natural tone, 

She fails; and failing, grieves; and grieving, dies 
She dies, and leaves her life the victor’s prize. 
Falling upon his lute. 0, fit to have — 

That lived so sweetly — dead, so sweet a grave ! 
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UrON THE DEATH DF A GENTLEMAN. 

AITHLESS and fond mortality, 

Who will ever erudit thctj? 

Fond and faithless thing ! that thus 
In Dur best hopes beguilest us, 

What a reckoning hast thou modi* 

Of the hopes in him we laid ! 

For life by volumes lengthened, 

A line or two to speak him dead. 

For the laurel in his verse, 

The sullen cypress o^cr his hearse. 

For a silver-crowned head, 

A dirty pillow in death’s bed. 

For so dear, so deep a trust, 

Sad requital, thus much dust I 

Now though the blow that snatudi’d him henee 

Stopp’d the mouth of eloquence. 

Though she be dumb e’er since his death. 

Not used to speak but in his breath ; 

Yet if, at lea-st, she not denies 
The sod language of our eyes. 

We arc contented ; for than this 
Language none more fluent is. 

Nothing speaks our grief so well, 

As to speak nothing. Come, then, tell 
Thy mind in tears, whoe’er thou he 
That Dw’st a name to misery ; 
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Ejca arQ vocal, tears have tongues, 

And there he words not made with lungs ; — 
Sententious showers ! 0, let them fall, 

Their cadence is rhetorical. 

Here’s a theme will drink th’ expence 
Of all thy wat’ry eloiiuence ; 

Weep then, only be express’d 

Thus much, He’s dead ; and weep the rest. 


UPON THE DEATH OF MR. HERRYS. 

PLANT of nohle stem, forward and fair, 
As ever whisper’d to the morning air, 
Thi'ived in these happy grounds ; the 
earth’s just pride. 

Whose rising glories made such haste to hide 
His head in clouds, as if in him alone 
Impatient nature had taught motion 
To start from time, and cheerfully to fly 
Before, and seize upon maturity. 

Thus grew this gracious plant, in whose sweet shade 
The sun himself oft wish’d to sit, and made 
The morning Muses perch like birds, and sing 
Among his branches ; yea, and vow’d to bring 
His own delicious phoenix from the hlest 
Arabia^ there to build her virgin nest. 

To hatch herself in ’mongst his leaves : the day 
Fresh from the rosy East rejoiced to play : 

To them she gave the first and fairest beam 
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That waited on her birth ; she gave to them 
The purest pearls, that wept her evening death ; 
The balmy Zephyrus got so sweet a breath, 

By often kissing tliem, and now begun 
Grind time to ripen expectation : 

The timorous maiden-blossoms on each bough 
Peeped forth from their first blushes : so that now 
A tliousand ruddy hopes smiled in each bud, 

And flatter’d every gi’ccdy eye that stood 
Fix’d in delight, as if already there 
Those rare fruits dangled, whence the golden year 
Jlis crown expected j when — 0 Fate ! 0 Time! 
That seldom lett’st a blushing youthful prime 
Hide his hob beams in shade of silver age ! 

8o rare is hoary virtue — the dire rage 

Of a mad storm these bloomy joys all tore, 

Bavish’d the maiden blossoms, and down bore 

The trunk ; yet in this ground his precious root 

8till lives, which, when weak time shall be poured 

Into eternity, and circular joys 

Dance in an endless round, again shall rise. 

The fair sun of an cver-youthful spring, 

To be a shade for angels while they sing ! 
Meanwhile, whoe’er thou art that passcst here, 

0, do thou water it with one kind teoi' ! 
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UPON THE DEATH OF THE MOST DESIRED 
MR. HERRYS. 

EATH, what dDst? 0, hold thy blow ; 
Wliat thou dost, thou dost not know. 
Death, thou must not here be cruel, 
This is Nature^s choicest jewel ! 

This is he in whose rare frame 
Nature labour’d for a name ; 

And meant to leave his precious feature 
The pattern of a perfect creature. 

Joy of goodness, love of art, 

Virtue wears him next her heart : 

Him the Muses love to follow. 

Him they call their vice- Apollo ! 

Apollo, golden though thou be, 

Th’ art not fairer than is he ; 

Nor more lovely lift^st thy head, 

Blushing from thine Eastern bed ; 

The glories of thy youth ne’er knew 
Brighter hopes than he can show ! 

Why, then, should it ere be seen. 

That his should fade while thine is green ? 

And wilt thou, 0 cruel boast. 

Put poor Nature to such cost? 

0, ’twill undo our common mother. 

To be at charge of such another. 

What ! think wc to no other end. 
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Gracious heavens ie use to send 
Earth her best perfection. 

But to vanish and be gone ? 

Therefore, only give to-day. 
To-morrow to be snatch’d away? 

I’ve seen, indeed, the hopeful bud 
Of a ruddy rose, that stood 
Blushing to behold the ray 
Of the new-saluted day — 

IBs tender top not fully spread — 

The sweet dash of a shower now shed, 
Invited liim no more to hide 
Within himself the pui'ple pride 
Of his forward flower, when, lo ! 

While he sweetly ’gan to show 

Ilis swelling glories, Auster spied him, 

Drucl Austor thither hied him. 

And with the rush of one rude blast 
Shamed not spitefully to waste 
All his leaves, so fresh, so sweet, 

And lay them trembling at his feet. 
I’ve seen the morning’s lovely ray 
Hover o’er the ncw-boni day. 

With rosy wings so richly bright, 

As if lie scorn’d to think of night ; 
AMien a ruddy storm, whose scowl 
Made heaven’s radiant face look foul, 
Call’d for an untimely night 
To blot the ncwly-blossoin’d light. 

But wero the rose’s blush so rare. 

Were the morning’s smile so fair 
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As is he, nor cbud nor wind 

But would be courteous, would be kind. 

Spare him. Death, D, spare him then, 
Spare the sweetest among men : 

Let not Pity with her tears 
Keep such distance from thine cars ; 

But, 0, thou wilt not, can'st not spare, 
Haste hath never time to hear; 
Therefore, if he needs must go, 

And the Fates will have it so, 

Softly may he be possess^ 

Of his monumental rest ! 

Safe, thou dark home of the deal. 

Safe, 0 hide his loved head I 
For pity’s sake, 0 hide him quite, 

From his mother Nature’s sight : 

Lest, for the grief his loss may move, 

All her births abortive prove. 


IN EUNDEM SCAZDN. 



|UD hospes, oculos fleetc, sed lacrimis eo^cos. 
Legit optime hoec, quern legere non siiiit 
flectus, 

Ars nuper et natura, forma, virtusque 
iEmulatione fervidse, paciscimtur 
Probore in uno juvene quid queant omnes, 

Fuere tantte terra nuper fuit liti 
Ergo hie ab ipso judicem maneat cmlo.* 

* From the edition of 1 54B. 
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ANOTHER. 

ever Pity were acquainted 
VV^ith stern death ; if e^cr lie fainted 
Dr forgot the cruel vigour 
Of on adamantine rigour. 

Here, O, here, we should have known it, 

Here or nowhere he’d have shown it. 

For he whose precious memory 
Rathes in tears of every eye : 

Ho to whom our sorrow brings 
All the streams of all her springs. 

Was so rich in grace and nature, 

In all the gifts that bless a creature ; 

The fi'esh hopes of his lovely youth 
Flourish’d in so fair a growth ; 

So sweet the temple was that shrined 
The sacred sweetness of his mind; 

That could the Fates know to relent ; 

Uould they know what mercy meant ; 

Or had ever learnt to bear 
The soft tincbuie of a tear ; 

Tears w^ould now have flow’d so deep 
As might have taught grief how to weep ; 

Now all their steely operation 
Would quite have lost the cruel fashion: 
Sickness would have gladly been 
Sick liimself to have saved him: 

And his fever wish’d to prove 
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Buining only in his love ; 

Him when wrath itself had seen, 

Wrath itself had lost his spleen ; 

Grrim destruction here amazed, 

Instead of striking would have gazed ; 

Even the iron-pointed pen, 

That notes the tragic dooms of men, 

Wet with tears still’d from the eyes 
Of the flinty destinies, 

Would have learnt a softer style. 

And have been ashamed to spoil 
His life’s sweet story, by the haste 
□f a cruel stop ill placed 
In the dark volume of our fate, 

\MiBnce each leaf of life hath date ; 

Where, in sad particulars. 

The total sum of man appears ; 

And the short clause of mortal breath 
Bound in the period of death. 

In all the book if anywhere 
Such a term as this, “ Spare here,” 

Could have been found, ’twould have been read, 
Writ in white letters o’er his head : 

Dr close unto his name annex’d 
The fair gloss of a fairer text. 

In brief, if any one were free. 

He was that one, and only he. 

But he, alas ! even he is dead. 

And our hopes’ fair harvest spread 
In the dust ! pity now spend 
All the tears that grief can lend : 
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Slid mortality may hide 
In his ashes all her pride^ 

With this inscription o’er his head; — 
All hope of never dying here lies dead. 


HIS EPITAPH. 

ASSENGrER, whoe’er thou nrt, 
Stay awhile, and let thy heart 
Take acquaintance of this stone, 
Before thou paasest further on. 

This atone will tell thee that beneath 
Is entomb’d the crime of death ; 

The ripe endowments of whose mind 
Left his years so much behind, 

That, numb’ring of his virtue’s praise. 
Heath lost the reckoning uf hia days ; 

And, believing what they told. 

Imagined him exceeding old. 

In him perfection did set forth 
The strength of her united worth ; 

Him Ilia wisdom’s pregnant growth 
Mode so reverend, even in youth. 

That in the centre of hia breast — 

Sweet os is the Phojnix’ neat — 

Every reconciled grace 

Had their general meeting-place^ 

In him goodnesa joy’d to see 
Learning learn humility. 
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The splendour of his birth und blood 
Was but the gloss of his own good; 
The flourish of his sober youth 
Was the pride of naked truth ; 

In composure of bis face 
Lived a fair but manly grace ; 

His mouth was rhetoric’s best moidd, 
His tongue the touchstone of her gold ; 
What word soe’er his breast kept worm 
Was no word now, but a charm : 

For all persuasive graces thence 
Suck’d their sweetest influence. 

His vii-tuB, that within had root, 

Could not choose but shine without; 
And th’ heart-bred lustre of his worth, 
At each comer peeping forth, 

Pointed him out in all his ways. 

Circled round in his own rays : 

That to his sweetness all men’s eyes 
Were vow’d love’s flaming sacriflec. 

Him while fresh and fragrant time 
Cherish’d in his golden prime ; 

Ere Hebe’s hand hod overlaid 
His smooth cheeks with a downy shade 
The rush of death’s unruly wave 
Swept him off into his grave. 

Enough, now, if thou canst, pass on ; 
For now, alas ! not in this stone, 
Passenger, whoe’er thou art, 

Is he entomb’d, but in thy heart. 
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AN EPITAPH UPON HUSBAND AND WIFE, 

Who died and were buried together. 

^ these whom (loath again dill wed, 

This grave’s the sceend marriage-bed. 
For though the hand of Fate could force 
’Twixt soul and body a divorce, 

It could not sever man and wife, 

Because they both lived but one life. 

Peace, good reader, do not weep ; 

Peace, the lovers are a-slcep. 

They, sweet turtles, folded lie 
In the last knot that love coidd tie. 

Let them sleep, let them sleep on, 

Till the stormy night be gone, 

And the eternal morrow dawn ; 

Then the curtains will be drawn. 

And they wake into a light 
WliDSe day shall never die in night. 


AN EPITAPH UPON DOCTOR BROOK. 



BROOK, whose stream so great, so good, 
Was loved, was honour’d as a flood ; 
Whose banks the Muses dwelt upon 
More than their own Helicon ; 

Here, at length, hath gladly found 
A quiet passage underground : 
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Meanwhile, his loved banks, now dry, 
The Muses with their tears supply. 


UPON MR. STANINOUGH’S DEATH.* 

EAR relies of a dislodged soul, whose laek 
Makes many a mourning paper put on black, 
0, stay awhile, ere thou draw in thy head, 
And wind thyself up close in thy cold bed ; 

Stay but a little while, until I cull 
A summons worthy of thy funeral ! 

Dome then, youth, beauty, blood ! all ye soft powVs, 
Whose silken flatteries swell a few fond houis 
Into a false eternity ! Come, man — 

Hyperbolized nothing ! — know thy span ! 

Take thine own measure here; down, down, and bow 

Before thyself in thy idea ! thou 

Huge emptiness ! contract thy bulk, and shrink 

All thy wild circle to a point ! D, sink 

Lower, and lower yet; till thy small size 

Call heaven to look on thee with narrow eyes ! 

Lesser, and lesser yet ; till thou begin 
To show a face fit to confess thy kin, 

Thy neighbourhood to nothing ! 

Proud looks, and lofty eyelids, here put on 
Yourselves in this unfeigned reflection ! 

* Repeated, with Edteratinns, at the end of the edition of 
1B7D, under the title, " Death’s Lecture — the Funeral of a 
Young Gentleman.” 
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gaJlant ImlicS; this impartial glass, 

Though you bu painted, shows you your own face. 
These death-seal’ rl lips do dare to give the lie 
To the proud hopes of poor mortality. 

These curtain’d windows, tliis sclf-prison’d eye 
Dut-stares the lids of large-look’d tyranny. 

This posture is the brave one ! this that lies 
Thus low stands up, methinks, thus, and defies 
The world. All- daring dust and ashes ! only you, 
Df all interpret ei-s, read natui'e true ! 


UrON THE DUKE DF YORK’S* BIRTH. 

A Panef/ijric. 

KITAIN, the mighty ocean’s lovely bride, 
Now stretch thyself, fair isle, and grow; 
spread wide 

Tliy bosom, and make room ; thou art oppress’d 
Willi thine own glories : and art strangely bless’d 
Beyond thyself : fur lo ! the gods, the gods, 

Dome fast upon thee, and those glorious odds 
Swell thy full glories to a pitch so high. 

As sits above thy best capacity ! 

Arc they not odds ? and glorious ? that to thee 
Those mighty Genii throng, which well might be 
Each one an age’s labour ; that thy days 
Are gilded with the union of those rays, 

WliosD each divided beam would be a sun. 

To glad Uic sphere of any nation. 

* Afterwards king James II. 
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Dj if for these thou meanest to find a seat, 

Th^ hast need, 0 Britain^ to he truly great ! 

And BO thou art, their presence makes thee so; 

They are thy greatness ; gods, where’er they go, 
Bring their heav’n with them, their great footsteps place 
An everlasting smile upon the face 
Of the glad earth they tread on ; while with thee 
Those beams that ampliate mortality, 

And teach it to expatiate, and swell 
To majesty and fulness, deign to dwell; 

Thou by thyself may’st sit, blest isle, and see 
How thy great mother Nature doats on thee ! 

Thee, therefore, from the rest apart she hurl’d, 

And seem’d to make an isle, but made a world ! 

Great Charles ! thou sweet dawn of a glorious day, 
Centre of those thy grandsires, shall I say, 

Henry, and James, or Mars and Ph tubus rather? 

If this were msdom’s god, that war’s stem father, 

’Tis but the same, is said, Henry and James 
Are Mars and Phtubus under divers names. 

0 thou full mixture of those mighty souls 
Whose vast intelligences tuned the poles 
Of peace and war ; thou for whose manly brow 
Both laurels twine into one wreath, and woo 
To be thy garland ; see, sweet prince, D see 
Thou and the lovely hopes that smile in thee 
Are ta’en out, and transcribed by thy great mother ! 
See, see thy real shadow, see thy brother, 

Thy little self in less, read in these eyne 
The'beams that dance in those full stars of thine. 

From the same snowy alabaster rock 
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These hanils anil thine were hewn, these cherries meek 
The eoral of thy lips. Thou art ef all 
This well-WTDUght copy the fair principal. 

Justly, great Nature, may’at thou brag and tell 
How even th^hast drawn this faithful parallel, 

And match’d thy niostcr-piccc : D, then, go on. 

Make such aiiotlier sweet cemparisen : — 

Scc’st thou that Mary there? D, teach her, mother, 

To show her to herself in such another. 

Fellow this wonder, too, nor let her shine 
Alone ; light such another star, and twine 
Their rosy beams, so that the morn for one 
Venus may have a constellation. 

So have I seen, to dress their mistress, May, 

Two silken sister-flowers consult, and lay 
Their bashful cheeks together; newly they 
Peep’d from their buds, show’d like the garden’s eyes 
Scarce waked : like was the crimson of their joys. 

Like were the pearls they wept ; so like, that one 
yeem’d but the other’s kind reflection. 

But stay, what glimpscwos that? why blush’d the day ? 
Wliy trembling ran the started air away? 

Wlio’s this that comes circled in rays that scorn 
Acijuaintance with the sun ? what second morn 
At mid-day opes a presence, which heaven’s eye 
Stands off and points at? is’t some deity, 

Stepp’d from her throne of stars, deigns to be seen ? 

Is it some deity ? or is’t our queen ? 

’Tis she, ’tis she, her awful beauties chase 

The day’s abashed glories, and in face 

Of noon wear their own sunshine ! D, thou bright 
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Mistress of wondBrs ! Cynthia’s is the night; 

But thDu at noon dost shine, and art all day — 

Nor does the sun deny’t — our Cynthia. 

Illustrious sweetness ! in thy faithful womb, 

That nest of heroes, all our hopes find room ; 

Thou art the mother Phienix, and thy breast 
Chaste as that virgin honour of the East, 

But mueh more fruitful is ; nor does, as she. 

Deny to mighty love a deity. 

Then let the Eastern world brag and be proud 
Df one coy PhtEnix, while we have a brood, 

A brood of Phienixes, and still the mother 

And may we long ; long may’st thou live, t’ increase 

The house and family of PhiBnixes : 

Nor may the light that gives their eyelids light 
E’en prove the dismal morning of thy night; 

Ne’er may a birth of thine be bought so dear 
To moke his costly cradle of thy bier. 

0, may’s! thou thus make all the year thine own. 
And see such names of joy sit white upon 
The brow of every month ; and when that’s done, 
May’st in a son of his find every son 
B4;peatcd, and that son stiU in another, 

And so in each child often prove a mother ! 

Long may’st thou, laden with such clusters, lean 
Upon thy royal elm, fair vine ! and when 
The heavens will stay no longer, may thy glory 
And name dwell sweet in some eternal story ! 
Pardon, bright excellence ! an untuned string, 

That in thy ears thus keeps a mmmuring ; 

* Here a line seems deficient. 
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Oj speak a lowly muse’s pardon ] speak 
Her pardon or her sentence; only break 
Thy silciiec ! speak ; and she shall take from thence 
Numhci'S, and sweetness, and an influence 
Confessing thee ! or, if too long I stay, 

0, speak thou, and my pipe hath nought to say. 

For see, Apollo all this while stands mute, 
Expecting by thy voice to tunc his lute. 

Hut gods are gracious, and their altars make 
Precious their ofl'erings that their altars take; 

Give, then, this rural \vrenth fire from thine eyes : 
This rural wreath dares he thy sacrifice. 


UPON FORD’S TWO TRAGEDIES, 


L^)v^^s Sumji^^e, and tin Brolcen Heart, 

clicat’st us, Ford, mak’st one seem 

What IS love’s sacrifice hut the broken heart ? 


ON A FOUL MORNING, 

Beiny then to take a Journey. 

HERE art thou, Sol, while thus the blind- 
fold day 

Staggers out of the East, losing her way. 
Stumbling on night ? Rouse thee, illustrious youth, 
And let no dull mists choke the light’s fair growth. 
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Point here thy beams, 0, glanue on yonder flocks, 
And make their fleeces golden as thy locks. 

Unfold thy fair front, and there shall appear 
Full glory flaming in her own free sphere. 
Gladness shall clothe the earth, we will instilc 
The face of things an universal smile : 

Say to the sullen mom, thou eom’st to court her, 
And wilt demand proud Zephyrus to sport her, 
With wanton gales ; his balmy breath shall lick 
The tender drops which tremble on her cheek; 
Which rarified, and in a gentle rain 
On those delicious hanks distill’ d again, 

Shall rise in a sweet harvest, which discloses 
In every blush a bed of new-born roses. 

Hb’ 11 fan her bright locks, teaching them to flow 
And frisk in cmlcd meanders : he will throw 
A fragrant breath, suck’d from the spicy nest 
D’th’ precious PluEnix, warm upon her breast. 

He with a dainty and soft hand will trim 
And brush her azure mantle, which shall swim 
In silken volumes; wheresoe’er she’ll tread. 

Bright clouds, like golden fleeces, shall he spread. 

Else then, fair blue-eyed maid, rise and discover 
Thy silver brow, and meet thy golden lover. 

See how he runs, with what a hasty flight 
Into thy bosom, bathed with liquid light. 

Fly, fly, profane fogs, far hence fly away, 

Taint not the pure streams of the springing day 
With your dull influence; it is for you 
To sit and scowl upon night’s heavy brow ; 

Not on the fresh cheeks of the virgin morn. 
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Where neught but amilGS and ruddy joys are worn: 
Fly, then, and du not think with her to stay ; 

Let it suffice, she’ll wear no mask to-day. 


UPON THE FAIR ETHIOPIAN, 

Sent to a. Gentlewoman. 

0, here, the fair Chari clia ! in whom strove 
8o false a fortune and so true a love. 

Now, after all her toils by sea and land, 

0, may she but anivc at your white hand, 

Her hopes arc crown’ll ; only she fears that then 
iShe shall appear tme Ethiopian ! 



ON IVIARRIA&E. 



WOULD be married, but I'd have no wife ; 
I would bo married to a single life. 


TO THE MORNING. 

S a t usfact i 07 i for Sleei^ . 

HAT succour can I hope the Muse will send, 
Whose drowsiness hath wrong’d the Muse's 
friend ? 

What hope, Aurora, to propitiate thee, 

Unless the Muse sing my apology? 

□ ! in that morning of my shame, when I 
Lay folded up in sleep’s captivity; 
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Hdw at the sight dilst thou draw back thine eyes 
Into thy modEst veil ! how didst thou rise 
Twice dyed in thine own blushes, and didst run 
To draw the curtains and awoke the sun ! 

Who, rousing his illustrious tresses, came, 

And seeing the loath’d object, hid for shame 
His head in thy fair bosom, and still hides 
Me from his patronage ; I pray, he chides ; 

And, pointing to dull Morpheus, bids me take 
My own Apollo, try if I can make 
His Lethe be my Helicon: and see 
If Morpheus have a Muse to wait on me. 

Hence ’tis my humble fancy finds no wings, 

No nimble raptures, starts to heaven and brings 
Enthusiastic fiames, such as can give 
Marrow to my plump genius, make it live 
Dress’d in the glorious madness of a Muse, 
Whose feet can walk the milky-way, and choose 
Her starry throne ; whose holy heats can warm 
The grave, and hold up an exalted arm 
To lift me from my lazy urn, and climb 
Upon the stooped shoulders of oil Time, 

And trace eternity. But all is dead, 

AU these delicious hopes are buried 
In the deep wrinkles of his angry brow, 

Where mercy cannot find them ; but, 0 thou 
Bright lady of the mom, pity doth lie 
ISo warm inihy soft breast, it cannot die; 

Have mercy, then, and when he next doth rise, 

D, meet the angry god, invade his eyes, 

And stroke his radiant cheeks ; one timely kiss 
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Will kill hia anger, and revive my bliss. 

Sd to the treasure of thy pearly dew 

Thri ce will I pay three tears, to show how true 

My grief is ; so my wakeful lay shall knock 

At th^ oriental gates, and duly mock 

The early lark’s shrill orisons to be 

An anthem at the day’s nativity. 

And the same rosy-finger’d hand of thine, 

That shuts night’s dying eyes, shall open mine. 

Eut thou, faint goil of sleep, forget that I 
Was ever known to be thy votary. 

No more my pillow shall thine altar be, 

Nor will I offer any more to thee 
Myself a melting sacrifice ; I’m born 
Again a fresh child of the buxom morn. 

Heir of the sun’s first beams, w^hy threat’st thou so ? 
Why dost thou shake thy leaden sceptre ? Gro, 
Ecstow thy poppy upon wakeful woe, 

Sickness and soitow, whose pale lids ne’er know 
Thy downy finger dwell upon their eyes ; 

Shut in their tears, shut out their miseries. 


LDVE’S HOROSCOPE. 

DVE, brave virtue’s younger brother, 
Erst hath made my heart a mother. 
She consults the conscious spheres, 
To calculate her young son’s years \ 

She asks if sad or saving powTs 
Grave omen to his infant hours ; 
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Shs asks each star that then stood by 
If poor Love shall live or die. 

Ah, my heart, is that the way? 

Aj’c these the beams that rule thy day ? 
Thou know’st a face in whose each look 
Beauty lays ope Love’s fortune-book, 

□n whose fair revolutions wait 
The ohscijuious motions of Love's fate. 
Ah, my heart ! her eyes and she 
Have taught thee new astrology. 
Howe’er Love’s native hours were set. 
Whatever starry synod met, 

’Tis in the mercy of her eye, 

If poor Love shall live or die. 

If those sharp rays, putting on 
Points of death, bid Love begone; 
Though the heavens in conned sat 
To crown an uncontrolled fate ; 

Though their best aspects twined upon 
The kindest constellation, 

Cast amorous glances on liis birth, 

And whisper’d the confederate earth 
To pave his paths with all the good 
That warms the bed of youth and blood . 
Love has no plea against her eye ; 
Beauty frowns, and Love must die. 

But if her milder influence move, 

And gild the hopes of humble Love ; — 
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Though heaven’s inauspicious eye 
Lay black on Love’s nativity ; 

Though every diamond in Jove’s crown - 
Fix’d his forehead to a frown ; — 

Her eye a strong appeal can give, 
Eeauty smiles, and Love shall live. 

0, if Love shall live, 0, where 
But in her eye, or in her ear, 

111 her brca.st, or in her breath, 

Shall I hide poor Love from death ? 

For in the life aught else can give, 

Love shall die, although he live. 

Or, if Love shall die, 0, where, 

But in her eye, or in her ear, 

In her breath, or in her breast. 

Shall I build his funeral nest? 

While Love shall thus entombed lie, 
Love shall live, although he die ! 


OUT DF VIR&IL, IN THE PRAISE OF THE 
SPRING. 

LL trees, all leafy groves confess the spring 
Their gentlest friend j then, then the lands 
begin 

To swell with forward pride, and seed desire 
To generation ; heaven’s almighty sire 
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Melts Dn the bosem of his love, and pours 
Himself into her lap in fruitful showers ; 

And by a soft insinuation, mix’d 
With earth’s large moss, doth oherish and assist 
Her weak conceptions ; no lone shade, but rings 
With chattering birds’ delicious munnurings. 

Then Venus’ mild instinct, at set times, yields 
The herds to kindly meetings, then the fields, 

Quick with warm Zephyr’s lively breath, lay forth 
Their pregnant bosoms in a fragrant birth ; 

Each body’s plump and juicy, all things full 
□f supple moisture : no coy twig but will 
Trust his beloved bosom to the sun, 

Grrown lusty now ; no vine so weak and young 
That fears the foul-mouth’d Auster, or those storms 
That the south-w’est wind hurries in his arms, 

But hastes her forward blossoms, and lays out. 

Freely lays out her leaves ; nor do I doubt, 

But when the w'orld first out of Chaos sprang, 

So smiled the days, and so the tenour ran 
Of their felicity : a spring was there. 

An everlasting spring; the jolly year 

Jjcd round in his great circle; no wind’s breath, 

As then, did smell of winter, or of death. 

When light’s sweet light first shone on beasts, and when 
From their hard mother earth sprang hardy men ; 
When beasts took up their lodging in the wood, 

Stars in their higher chambers ; never could 
The tender growth of things endure the sense 
Of such a change, but that the heav’n’a indulgence 
Kindly supplies sick nature, and doth mould 
A awcetly-temper’d mean, nor hot nor cold. 
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WITH A PICTURE SENT TD A FRIEND. 

PAINT so ill, my piece had need to be 
Painted again by some good poesy ; 

I write so ill, my slender lino is scarce 
So much as tli^ picture of a wcll-limn’d verse; 
Yet may the love I send be true, though I 
Send not true picture nor true poesy : 

Both wliich away, I should not need to fear 
My love or feigiiM or painted should appear. 



IN PRAISE DF LESSIUS’S RULE OF 
HEALTH.* 

0 now, and with some daring drug, 

Bait the disease, and, while they tug. 
Thou to maintain their precious strife 
Spend the dear trciusure of thy life : 

Qo, take physic, doat upon 
Some big-named composition, — 

The oraculous doctors’ mystic bills, 

Certain hard words made into pills ; 

And what at last shalt get by these ? 

Only a costlier disease. 

* Repoabed, with soma additional lines, at tha end of the 
edition of 1570; and printed, from “Hark hither,^’ among 
tha commendatory verses in praise of the translation of ‘‘ The 
Temperate Man, &c. the right Way of preserving Life and 
Health,” &c. of Lessius and others, London, 157B, l2mo. 
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Bo, poor man, think what shall bo 
Ecmedy against thy rDmi3ily. 

That which makes us have no need 
Of physic, that’s physic indeed. 

Hark liither, reader, woulTst thju see 
Nature her own physician be? 

Would’st see a miui all his own wealth. 

His own physic, his uwn health? 

A man whose sober soul can tell 
How to wear her garments well? 

Her garments, that upon her sit. 

As garments should do, close and fit? 

A well-clothed soul, that’s nob oppress’d. 

Nor choked with what slic should be dress’d ? 
A soul sheathed in a crystal shrine, 

Through which all her bright features shine? 
As when a piece of wanton la>vn, 

A thin aerial veil is drawn. 

O’er beauty’s face, seeming to liidc. 

More sweetly shows the blushing bride. 

A soul whose intellectual beams 
No mists do mask, no lazy streams? 

A happy soul, that all the way 
To heaven hath a summer’s day? 

Would’st see a man whose wcll-warm’d blood 
Bathes him in a genuine flood? 

A man whose tuned humours be 
A seat of rarest harmony ? 

Would’st see blithe looks, fresh cheeks beguile 
Age ? Would’st BBC Becember smile ? 
Would’st see a nest of roses grow 
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III a bell of reverend snow? 

Warm thimghts, free spirits, flattering 
Winter’s self into a spring? 

In sum, wouhrst see a man that can 
Live to be old, and still a man ? 

WHiosc latest, and most leaden hours, 

Fall with soft wings, stuck with soft flow’rs ; 
And, when life’s sweet table ends, 

Soul and body part like friends: — 

No rjuarrels, murmurs, no delay; 

A kiss, a sigh, and so away ? 

This rare one, reader, wonlJ’st thou sec. 
Hark hither ; and — thyself be he ! 


THE BE&INNIN& DF HELIDDDRUS. 



jllE smiling morn hail newly waked the day, 
And tipp’d the mountains in a tender ray : 
When, on a hill, whose high imperious brow 
Looks down, and sees the humble Nile below 
Lick his proud feet, and haste into the seas, 

Through the great mouth that’s named from Hercules, 
A band of men, rough as the arms they wore, 

Look’ll round, first to the sea, then to the shore : — 
The shore that show’d them what the sea denied, 

Hope of a prey. There to the main land tied 
A ship they saw, no men she had; yet press’d 
Appear’d with other lading, for her breast 
Deep in the groaning waters wallow^ 
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Up to the third ring ; o’pr the shore was spread 
Death’s purple triumph ; on the blusliing ground 
Life’s late forsaken houses all lay drown’d 
111 their own blood’s dear deluge; some new dead, 
Some panting in their yet warm ruins bled, 

While their affrighted souls, now Aving’d for flight, 
Lent them the lEist flash of her glimmering light : 
Those yet fresh streams which crawled everywhere, 
Show’d that stern war had newly bathed him there : 
^^or did the face of this disaster show 
Marks of a fight alone, but feasting too ; 

A miserable and a monstrous feast, 

Where hungry war had made himself a guest; 

And, coming late, had eat up guest and all. 

Who proved the feast to their own funeral, ikc. 


CUPID’S CRYER. OUT DF THE GREEK. 

OVE is lost, nor can his mother 
Her little fugitive discover: 

She seeks, she sighs, but nowhere spies him , 
Love is lost ; and thus she cries him. 

0 yes ! if any happy eye 
This roving wanton shall descry: 

Let the finder surtdy know 
Mine is the wag ; ’tis I that own 
The wingid wand’rcr ; and that none 
May think his labour vainly gone. 

The glad descryer shall not miss 
To taste the nectar of a kiss 
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From Ycnus^ lips ; but as for him 
^hat brings him to me, he shall swim 
In riper joys ; more shall be his, 

Venus assures him, than a kiss. 

Eut lest your eye ilisecrning slide, 

These murks maybe your judgment’s guide: 
His skin, as with a fiery hlushmg, 

High- coloured is ; his eyes still flushing 
With nimble flames ; and though his mind 
Ec ne’er so cmscil, his tongue is kind : 

For never were his words in aught 
Found the pure issue of his thought. 

The working bees’ soft-melting gold. 

That whieli their waxen mines enfold. 

Flows not so sweet as do the tones 

Of his tuned accents ; but if once 

His anger kindle, presently 

It boils out into cruelty 

Aud fraud : he mokes poor mortals’ hurts 

The objects of bis cruel sports; 

With dainty curls his froward face 
Is crown’d about; but, 0, what place, 

Wliat farthest nook of lowest hell. 

Feels not the strength, the reaching spell 
Of his small hand ? yet not so smedl 
As ’tis powerful therewithal; 

Though bare his skin, his mind he covers, 
And, like a saucy bird, he hovers 
With wanton wing, now here, now there, 
’Bout men and women; nor will spare 
Till at length he, perching, rest 
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In thi3 closet of their breast. 

His weapon is a little bow, 

Yet such a one as, Jove knows how, 

Ne’er suffer’d yet his little arrow 
Of heav’ii’s highest arches to fall narrow. 

The gold that on his quiver sinilcs 
Deceives men’s fears with flattering wiles : 

But, D, too well my w^ounJs can tell, 

With bitter shafts ’tis sauc’d too well; 

He is aU cruel, cruel allj 

Ilis torch imperious, though hut small. 

Makes the sun, of flames the sire. 

Worse than sun-burnt in his fire : 

Wheresoe’er you chance to find him, 

Seize him, bring him, but first bind him ; 

Pity not him, but fear thysidf, 

Though thou see the crafty elf 
Tell down his silver drops unto thee, 

They’re counterfeit, and will undo thee; 

With baited smiles if he display 
His fawning cheeks, look not that way : 

If he offer sugared kisses, 

Start, and say the serpent hisses ; 

Draw him, drag him, though he pray, 

Woo, intreat, and, crying, say 
Prithee, sweet, now let me go, 

Here’s my quiver, shafts and how ; 

I’ll give thee all, take all : — take heed. 

Lest his kindness make thee bleed. 

Whate’er it be love offers, still presume 

That, though it shines, ’tis tire, and will consume. 
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iGrII mounted on an ant, Nanu3 the tall 
Wag thrown, alas ! anl got a deadly fall. 
Under th' unruly beast’s proud feet he lies 
All torn ; with mueh ado yet e’er he dies, 

He strains these words : Base envy, do laugh on, 
Thus did I fall, and thus fell Phaeton. 



UPON VENUS PUTTING ON MARS’S ARMS. 

HAT ! Mai-s’s sword ! fair Cytherca, say, 
Why art thou arm’d so desperately to-day? 
Mars thou hast beaten naked, and, D, then, 
Wliat nced’st thou put on aims against poor men? 



UPON THE SAME. 

ALLAS saw Venus arm’d, and straight she 
uricd, 

Come, if thou dar’st, thus, thus let us be 
tried.” 

‘‘ Why, fool !” says Venus, thus provok’st thou me, 
That being naked, thou know’at could conquer thee?” 
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UPON BISHOP ANDKEWS’S PICTUKE 
BEFDKE HIS SERMONS. 

HIS rtivcreiid shadow cast that setting sun, 
Whose glorious course through our horizon 
mil. 

Left the dim face of this dull hemisphere, 

All one great eye, all drown’d iii one great tear ! 
Wliose fair illustrious soul led his free thought 
Through learning’s universe, and, vainly, sought 
Room for her spacious self, until at length 
She found the way home ; and, with holy strength, 
Snatch’d herself hence to heaven: fill’d a bright place, 
’Mongst those immortal fires, and on the face 
Of her great Maker fix’d her flaming eye, 

There still to read true pure divinity. 

And now that grave aspect hath deign’d to shrink 
Into this less appearance, if you think 
’Tis hut a dead face art doth here bequeath, 

Look on the following leavc.s, and see them breathe. 



OUT DF MARTIAL. 

OUR teeth thou had’st, that ranked in goodly 
state, 

Kept thy mouth’s gate. 

The first blast of thy cough left two alone ; 

The second none. 
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Tbi,4 last cDUgli, cough’ll out all thy fear — 

Tir hast left the thirl cough now no business here. 


A SON&. DUT OF THE ITALIAN. 


C) thy lover, 

Dear, ilis cover 

That sweet blush of tliiiie, that slianieth, 
When the roses 
It iliscloses, 

All the flowers that nature nameth ! 

Ill free air, 

Flow thy hair ; 

That no more sumiiicr’s best dresses 
lie htdiuhlen, 

For their golilen 

Locks, to Phiehus’ flaming tresses. 

0, deliver 
Love In.s quiver ; 

From thy eyes he shoots his arrow. 

Where Apollo 
Lhiniiot follow, 

Feather’d with his mother’s spaiTOMs ! 

0, envy not, 

That we die not, 

Those dear lips, whose door encloses 
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All the Groces 
In their places, 

Brother pearls, and sister roses ! 

From these treasures 
Of ripe pleasures, 

One Wi^hi smile to clear the weather : 
Earth and heaven, 

Tims made even, 

Both will be good fiiends together. 

The air does woo thee. 

Winds cling to thee ; 

Might a word once fly from out thee, 
Stonns and thunder 
W ould sit under. 

And keep silence round about thee ! 

But if K^atiu’e’s 
Common creatures 
So dear glories dare not borrow ; 

Yet thy beauty 
Owes a duty 

To my loving, lingering sorrow ! 

When, to end me. 

Death shall send me 
All his terrors, to affright me ; 

Thine eyes’ gi’aces 
Gild their faces. 

And those terrors shaU delight me ! 
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Wlion my dying 
Life is flying, 

ThuSG HWGLit airs, that often alsw me, 
Shall revive me. 

Or reprieve me. 

And to many deaths renew me ! 


DUT OF THE ITALIAN. 

OVE now no tire hath left him, 

We two betwixt ns have divided it , 
Y our eyes the light hath reft liim ; 
The heart commanding in my heart doth sit 
0, that poor love be not for ever spoird, 

Let my heat to your light be reconciled ! 

So shall these flames, whose worth 
Now all obscured lies. 

Dress’d in those beams start forth, 

And dance before your eyes. 

Or else partake my flames, 

I care not whether. 

And so in mutual names, 

□ love, burn both together ! 
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DUT OF THE ITALIAN. 

OULD any one the true cause finil 
IIdw love came nakutl, a boy, anil blind I 
^Tis tills: list’iiing one day too long 
To th’ Syrens in my mistress’ song, 

The ecstasy of a dcliglit 

So much o’ermastVing all Ills might, 

To that one sense made all else thrall ; 

And so he lost his clothes, eyes, heai-t, and all ! 



ON THE FRONTISPIEDE OF ISAACSON’S 
CHRONOLOGY EXPLAINED. 

F with distinctive eye and mind you look 
Upon the fiont, yon see more than one bonk. 
Treation is God’s book, wherein He writ 
Each creature as a letter filling it. 

History is creation’s book; which sIioms 
T o what effects the scries of it goes. 

Chronology’s the book of history, and boars 
The just account of days, of months, and years 
Hut resurrection, in a later press 
And new edition, is the sum of these : 

The language of these books had all been one 
Had not th’ aspiring tow’r of Eabylon 
Confused the tongues, and in a distance Imrl'd 
As far the speech, as men, o’ th’ new-fill’il world. 
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Set then yaur eyes in method, and behold 
Time’s emblem, Saturn ; who, when store of gold 
Coin’d the first age, devour’d that birth he fear’d ; 
Till history, time’s eldest ehild, appear’d, 

And, phnenix-like, in spite of Saturn’s rage, 

Forced from her ashes heirs in every age. 

From th’ rising sun, obtaining by just suit, 

A spring’s ingender, and an autumn’s fniit. 

Wlio ill those volumes, at her motion penn’d, 

Unto creation’s Alpha doth extend. 

Again ascend, and view chronology, 

]5y optic skill pulling far history 

Nearer ; whose hand the piercing eagle’s eye 

Strengthens to bring remotest objects nigh. 

Under whose feet you see the setting sun, 

From the dark gnomon, o’er her volume.s run, 
Drown’d in eternal night, never to rise 
I’ill resuiTcctioii show it to the eyes 
Of earth-worn men ; and her shrill trumpet’s sound 
Affright the hones of mortals from the ground . 

The columns both arc crown’d with cither sphere, 
To show chronology and history hear 
No other culmeii than the double art 
Astronomy, geography impart. 
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□R THUS. 

ET liDury Time’s vast bowels be the grave 
To what his bowels birth, mil being gave 
Let Nature ilic, anil, phocnix-like, from 
death. 

Revived Natiu*e take a second breath ; 

If, on Time’s right hand sit fair history ; 

If, from tlie seed of empty rum she 
Pail raise so fair an harvest, let her be 
Ne’er so far listant, yet chronology, 
kSharp-sighted as the eagle’s eye, that can 
(lutstare the broad-beam’d day’s meridian. 

Will have a perspicil to find her out ; 

And, through the night of error, and dark doubt, 
Discern the dawn of truth’s eternal ray, 

As when the rosy mom buds into day ! 

Now that Time’s empire might be amply fill’d, 
Babel’s bold artists strive, below, to build 
Ruin a temple ; on whose fruitful fall 
History real’s her pyramids, mure tall 
Than were th’ Egyptian ! by the life, these give, 

Th’ Egyptian pyramids themselves must live . 
i)n the.SB she lifts the world; and, on their base, 
►Shows the two terms and limits of Time’s race : 

That the ci’cation is ; the judgment this ; 

That the world’s morning ; this her midnight is ! 
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AN EPITAPH UPON MR. ASHTON, A 
CONFORMABLE CITIZEN. 

HE modest front of this small floor, 
BoUBve me, reader, ean say more 
Than many a braver marble can, — 
Here lies a truly honest man !” 

One whose conseicnce was a thing 
That troubled neither churuh nor king ; 

One of those few that in this town 
Ilonoui* all preachers ; hear their own. 
Sermons he heard, yet not so many 
As left no time to piactise any; 

He heard them reverendly, and then 
His practise preach’d them o’er again; 

His parlour-sermons rather were 
Those to the eye, than to the ear ; 

His prayers took their price and strength 
Not from the loudness nor the length ; 

He was a protestant at home, 

Not only in despite of Rome ; 

He loved his father, yet his zeal 
Tore not off his mother’s veil ; 

To th’ church he did allow her dress. 

True beauty to true holiness ; 

Peace, which he loved in life, did lend 
Her hand to bring him to his end ; 

When age and death call’d for the score, 

No surfeits were to reckon for; 
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DDath tore not, therefore, but, fluns strife, 
Grently untwine il his thiead of life. 

Wliat remains, then, but that thou 
Write these lines, reader, on tlij brow, 
And, by his fair example’s light 
Burn in thy imitation bright ? 

So, while tliesB lines ean but beijUBatli 
A life, perhaps, iinto his death, 

His better epitaph shall be — 

His life still kept alive in thee. 


□UT OF CATULLUS. 

OMJH, and let us hve, my dear, 
Let us love and never fear 
What the sourest fathers say ; 
Brightest Sol, that dies to day. 

Lives again as blithe to-morrow ; 

But if we, dark sons of sorrow. 

Set, 0 then, how long a night 
Shuts the eyes of our short light ! 

Then let amorous kisses dwell 
On our lips, begin and tell 
A thousand and a hundred score, 

A hundred and a thousand more, 

Till another thousand smother 
That, and that wipe off another. 

Thus at last, when we have number’d 
Many a thousand, many a hundred. 
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Wc’ll cDnfDund the reckoning ijuite, 
Anil lose ourselvca in wild delight: 
Wliile our joys so multiply, 

As shall mock the envious eye. 


WISHES TO HIS SUPPOSED MISTRESS. 

HOE ’Eli she he. 

That not impossible she, 

That shall commaud my heart and me : 

Wliere’cr she lie, 

Lock’d up from mortal eye. 

In shady leaves of destiny: 

Till that ripe birth 
Of studied fate, stand forth, 

And teach her fair steps to our earth : 

Till that divine 
Idea take a shrine 

Of crystal flesh, through which to shine : 

Meet you her, my WTshes, 

Bespeak her to my blisses, 

And bo ye call’d my absent kisses. 

I wish her beauty. 

That owes not all its duty 
To gaudy tire, or glist’ring shoe-tie. 
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Something more than 
Taffata or tiaaue can, 

Or rampant feather, or rich fan. 

More than the spoil 
Of shop, or silkworm’s toil, 

Or a bought blush, or a set smile. 

A face, that’s beat 

By its own beauty dress’d, 

And can alone command the rest. 

A face, made up 
Out of no other shop. 

Than what Nature’s white hand sets ope. 

A check, where youth 
And blood, with pen of truth, 

Write what the reader sweetly rueth. 

A cheek, where grows 
More than a morning rose, 

MTiich to no box his being owes. 

Lips, where all day 
A lover’s kiss may play. 

Yet carry nothing thence away. 

Looks, that oppress 

Their richest tires, but dress 

And clothe their simplest nakedness. 
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Eyes, that displace 

The ncighljDur diamond, and out-face 
That sunshine by their own sweet grace. 

Tresses, that wear 

.Jewels, but to declare 

How much thcmselvea more precious are. 

Whose native ray 

('an tame the wanton day 

Of gems that in their bright sliades play. 

Each ruby there, 

[)r pearl that dare appear, 

He its own blush, be its own tear. 

A well-tamed heart. 

For whose more noble smart 
Love may be long choosing a dart. 

Eyes, that bestow 

Full quivers on love’s bow, 

Y ct pay less arrows than they owe. 

Smiles, that can warm 
The blood, yet teach a charm, 

That chastity shall take no harm. 

Blushes, that bin 
The burnish of no sin, 

Nor flames of aught too hot within. 
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Joys, that confess 
Virtue their mistress, 

AnJ have no other head to dress. 

Fears, fond and slight, 

As the coy bride’s, when night 
First does the longing lover riglit. 

Teal’S, quickly fled, 

And vain, as those arc shed 
For a dying maidenhead. 

Days, that need borrow 
No part of their good morrow. 

From a fore-spent night of sorrow. 

Days, that in spite 

Of darkness, by the light 

Of a clear mind, arc day all night. 

Nights, sweet as they 
Mode short by lovers’ play, 

Yet long by th’ absence of the day. 

Life, that dares send 
A challenge to his end, 

And when it comes, say. Welcome, friend 

Sydneian showers 

Of sweet discourse, whose powers 

Can crown old winter’s head with flowers. 
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Soft silkBii hours j 
Open suns, shaly bowers, 

^Bove all — notliing within that lowers. 

Whatever ilelighb 

Can make llay^s forehead bright, 

Dr give down to the wings of night. 

In her whole frame. 

Have Nature all the name, 

Art and urnomeut the shame. 

Her flattery, 

Picture and poesy, 

Her eouiisel her own virtue be. 

I wish her store 

Of worth may leave her poor 

Df wishes ; and I wish no more. 

Now, if Time knows 

That her, whose radiant brows 

Weave them a garlaml of my vows ; 

Her, whose just bays 
My future hopes can raise, 

A trophy to her present praise ; 

Her, that dares be 

What these lines wish to sec : 

I seek no fuither, it is she. 
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’Tis she, anil here, 

Lo, I unclothe anil clear 
My Wish’s clouiiy character ! 

May she enjoy it, 

Mil USB merit dare apply it, 

But modesty dares still deny it! 

Such worth as this is 
Shall fix my flying wishes, 

And determine them to kisses. 

Let her full glory, 

My fancies, fly before ye. 

Be ye my fictiuns but — her stdry. 


UPON TWD &KEEN APRI COCKS SENT TO 


CDWLEY BY SIR CRASHAW. 



AKE these. Time’s tardy truants, sent by me 
To be chastised, sweet friend, and chid by 
thee. 


Pale sons of our Pomona ! whose wan cheeks 


Have spent the patience of expecting weeks, 
Yet are scarce ripe enough at best to show 
The red, but of the blush to thee they owe. 
By thy comparison they shall put on 
More summer in their shame’s reflection, 
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Than e’er thu fruitful Phuibiia’ flaming kisses 
Kindled en their cold lips. 0, hiul my wishes, 

And the dear merits of your Muse, their due, 

The year had found some fruit early as you ; 

Ripe as those rich composures, time computes 
Blossoms, but our bleat taste confesses fruits. 

How does thy April-autumn mock those cold 
Progressions Twixt whose terms poor Time grows old ! 
With thee alone he wears no beard; thy brain 
Gives him the morning world’s fresh gold again. 

’Twaa only Paradise, Tis Only thou, 

Whose fruit and blossoms both bless the same bough. 
Proud in the pattern of thy precious youth, 

Nature, methiiiks, might easily mend her growth. 
Could she in all her births but copy thee, 

Into the public year’s proficiency. 

No fruit should have the face to smile on thee. 

Young master of the world’s maturity ! 

But such whose sun-bom beauties what they borrow 
Df beams to-day, pay hack again to-morrow, 

Nor need be double-gilt. How, then, must these 
Poor fruits look pale at thy Hesperides ! 

Fain would I chide their slowness, but in their 
Defects I draw mine own dull character. 

Take them, and me in them, acknowledging 
How much my summer waits upon thy spring !* 

* From the edition of 164B. 




CARMEN BED NDSTRD, 

TE DECET HYMNUS. 

SACRED POEMS, 

COLLECTED, 

COIIIIKCTED, 

AUBMENTED, 

Must humbly rnESENTBD, 

TO MY LADY THE COUNTESS OF DENBIGH. 

IIT HER MOST DEVOTED SERVANT 

RICH. CRASH AW. 


In hearty acknowledgement hts immortal to her 

goodness and chanty. 





DRASHAWE, 

THE ANA&RAM HE WAS DAR." 

AS Car then Craaliaw, or was Urashaw Car, 
Sin c B b otli within on c nam o combined arc 
Yes, Cai’a Crushaw, he Car; ’tis hvi* 
alone 

Which melts two hearts, of both composing one ; 

So Crashaw’s still the same : so much desired 
lly strongest wits; so honour’d, so admired. 

Car was but he that enter’d as a friend 

With whom he shared his thoughts, and did commend. 

While yet he lived, this work ; they loved each other : 

Sweet Croshaw was his friend; he Crashaw’a brother, 

So Car hath title then ; ’twos his intent 

That what his riches penn’d, poor Car should print ; 

Nor fears he check, praising that happy one 

Who was beloved by all ; disprais’d by none. 

To wit, being pleased with all things, he pleased all , 
Nor would he give nor take offence; befall 
What might, he would possess himself, and live 
As dead, devoid of interest, t’ all might give 
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Diseased his well-cDinpDsed mind, forestaird 
With heiivenlj riches, which had whclly call’d 
His thoughts from earth, to live above in th’ air 
A very bird of paradise. No cure 
Had he uf earthly trash. Wliot might suffice 
To fit his soul to heavenly exercise. 

Sufficed him ; and may we guess his heart 
By what his lips bring forth, his only part 
Is Grod and godly thoughts. Leaves doubt to none 
But that to whom one Ixod is all, all’s one. 

\Miat he might cat or wear he took no thought, 

H is needful food he rather found than sought. 

He seeks no downs, no sheets, his bed’s still made ; 

If he can find a chair or stool, he’s laid ; 

Wien day peeps in, he quits his restless rest; 

And still, poor soul, before he’s up, he’s dress’d. 

Thus dying did he live, yet lived to die 
In th’ Virgin’s lap, to whom he did apply 
His virgin thoughts and words, and thence was styled 
By foes, the chaplain of the virgin mild, 

Wiile yet he lived without: his modesty 
Imparted this to some, and they to me. 

Live happy, then, dear soul ! enjoy thy rest 
Eternally by pains thou purchasedst, 

AAHiile Car must live in care, who was thy friend, 

Nor cares he how he live, so in the end 
lie may enjoy his dearest Lord and thee ; 

And sit and sing more skilful songs eternally. 

Thomas Uar. 
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AN EPIGRAM 

Upon the PiHnrcs in the folJoivinj Poems wJiieh the 
AutliDr first mmfe with his ovm hand admirahhj well, 
as may he seen in his Manuscript dedicate I 
to the Itifjhi IlomurahJe Lady the 
Lady Denhiyh. 

WIXT pL‘ii anil pencil rose a lioly strifu 

draw virtue better to the life ; 
Rut wits gave votes to that : but painters 
swore 

They ncvci' saw pieces so sweet before 
As these: fruits of pure nature; where no art 
Did lead the untaught pencil, nor had part 
111 th’ work. 

The hand grown bold, with wit will needs contest. 

Doth it prevail ? ah, wo ! say eaidi is best. 

This to tliD ear speaks wonders; that will try 
To speak the same, yet louder, to the eye. 

Doth their aims aie holy, both conspire 
To wound, to burn the heart with heavenly fire. 

This then’s the doom, to do both parties right : 

This, to the car speaks best ; that, to the sight !* 

Tudmas Cau. 

* Printed only in the edition of 1652. 
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TO THE NOBLEST AND BEST OF LADIES 
THE COUNTESS DF DENBIGH 


Perisuadinj her to 7'esoliifion in UeViywn, and to render 
herbtlf without farther delay Into the euimnunlon 
of the Vatholio Church. 

HAT lioavDii-L'ntreated heart is this 
Stands trembling at the gate of bliss 
Holds fust the door, yet Jares not venture 
Fairly to open it and enter ? 

AVliose ilefiiiitioii is a duubt 

’Twixt life and death, ’twixt in and out? 

Say, liiig’ring bhr ! why eoines tlic biilli 
Df your brave soul so slowly forth ? 

Plead your pretences, 0 you strong 
In weakness, why you choose so long 
In labour of yourself to lie, 

Nor daring quite to live nor die. 

Ah, linger not, loved soul ! a slow 
And late consent was a long no; 

AVlio grants at last, long time had tried 
And did his best to have denied. 
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What magii: holts, what mystic bars 
Maintain the will in these strange wars ! 

What fatal, what fantastic banils 
Keep the free heart from its own hands ! 

So, when the year takes cold, avb see 
Poor waters their own prisoners be; 

Fetter’d and lock’d up fast they lie 
In a sad s elf- captivity ; 

Th’ astonish’d nymphs their floods’ strange fate deplore, 
To sec themselves their own severer shore. 

Thou that alone caiistthaw this cold, 

And fetch the heart from its strong hold, 

Almighty Love ! end this long war, 

And of a meteor make a star. 

0, fix this fair indefinite, 

And ’mongst Lhy shafts of sovereign light 
Choose out that sure derisive dart, 

Wliirh Inis the key of this close heart, 

Knows all the corners of’t, and can control 
The self-shut cabinet of an imsearch’d soul ! 

0, let it be at last Love’s hour ; 

Kaiae this tall trophy of thy pow’r ; 

Come once the conijueriug way, not to confute, 

But kill this rebel-word — JiTusolute ; 

That so, in spite of all this peevish strength 
Of weakness, she may write — Besolvcd at length ! 
Unfold at length, unfold fair flow’r, 

And use the season of Love’s show’r ; 

Meet his Avell-mcauiiig wounds, wise heart ! 

And haste to drink the wholesome dart; 

That healing shaft, wliich hcav’u till now 
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Has in Love’s quiver hit! for you. 

0 tlart of love ! arrow of light ! 

D, happy you, if it hit right ! 

It must not fall in vain, it iiiiist 
Not mark the dry regardless dust. 

Fair one, it is your fate ; and brings 
Eternal worlds upon its wings. 

Meet it witli wide-spread arms ; and sec 
Its seat your soul’s just eentre be. 

Disband dull fears ; give Faith the day ; 
To save your life, kill your delay ; 

It is Love’s siege, and sure to be 
Y our triumph, though his victory. 

’Tis cowardice that keeps this field, 

And want of courage not to yield. 

Yield then, 0 yield, that Love may win 
The fort at last, and let Life in. 

Yield quickly, lest perhaps you prove 
Death’s prey, heforc the prize of Love. 
This fort of your tiiir self, if’t he not won. 
He is repuls’d indeed, but you’re undone. 


TO THE NAME ABOVE EVERY NAME, THE 
NAME DE JESUS. A HYMN. 

SING the name which none can say 
Rut touch’d with an interior ray ; 

The name of our new peace ; our good : 
and supernatural blood : 



Our bliss, 
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The name of all our livos anil loves, 
llcarkoii, anil help, yc holy iloves ! 

The high-born brooil of ilay; you bright 
Caiiiliilatcs of hlinsful light, 

The heirs elect of love; whose names belong 
Unto the everlasting life of song ; 

All ye wi.se souls, Avho in the wealthy hrea.st 
Of this unbounileil name huihl your warm nc.st. 
Awake, my glory, soul, if such thou he, 

Anil that fair word at all refer to thee, 

Awake and sing, 

And be all wing ; 

Bring hither thy whole self ; and let me see 
\Miat of thy parent hcav’n yet speaks in thee. 
L), thou ai*t poor 
Of noble pow’rs, I see, 

And full of nothing else but empty me ; 
Karrow, a^nl low, and infinitely less 
Than this great morning’s mighty busmDs.s. 
One little woild or two, 

Alas ! will never do ; 

AVe must have store. 

Go, soul, out of thyself, and seek for more ; 

Go and reipiest 

Great Nature tor the key of her huge chest 
Of heav’n’s, the self-iiivolving set of spheres, 
Which dull mortality more feels than hears ; 

Then rouse the nest 
Of nimble art, and traverse round 
The airy shop of soul-appeasing sound : 

And heat a summons in the same 
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All-aovpreigii name, 

Td warn each several kinil 
And shape of sweetness, be they such 
As sigh ^yith supple wiiiil, 

Or answer ailful touch, 

That they convene and come away 
To wait at the lovc-crownetl doors of that 
Illustrious day. 

Slinll we dare this, my soul ? We’ll do ’t, and bring 
No other note for’t, but the Xamc ^\c sing. 

Wake, lute and liarp, 

Anfl every sweet-lipp’d thing 
That talks with tuneful string ; 

Start into life, and leap with me 
Into a luusty fit-tuned harmony. 

Nor must you think it much 
T’ obey iny bolder touch ; 

I have authority in Love’s name to take you 
And to the work of love this morning wake you ; 
Wake, ill the name 

Of Him who never sleeps, all things that are. 

Or what’s the same, 

Are musical ; 

Answer my call 
And come along; 

Help me to meditate mine immortal song. 

Come, ye soft ministers of sivect sad mirth, 

Bring all your household-stuff of heav’ii on earth : 

0 you, my soul’s most certain wings, 

Complaining pipes, and prattling strings. 

Bring all the store 
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Df sweets YOU have, anil munnur that yuu have no more. 
Dome, ne’er to part, 

Nature anil art! 

Come, anil eomc strong, 

To the conspiracy of our spacious song. 

Uring all the pow’rs of praise 
Your provinces of well-uni Leil worlils can raise ; 

Bring all your lutes anil harps of heav’n and earth; 
^Miatc’cr co-operates to the common mii*th ; 

Vessels of vocal joys, 

Dr you, more iiohle architects of intellectual noise, 
Cymbals of hcav’n, or human spheres, 

Solicitors of souls or ears ; 

And when you arc come, with all 
That you can bring, or we can call, 
t), may you fix 
For ever here, and mix 
Yourselves into the long 
And everlasting series of a deathless song ! 

Mix all your many worlds above. 

And loose them into one of love. 

Cheer thee, my heart! 

For thou, too, hast thy part 
Anil place in the great throng 
Of tliis unbounded, all-embracing song. 

Pow’rs of my soul, be proud ! 

And speak loud 

To all the dear-bought nations this redeeming name ; 
And in the wealth of one rich word proclaim 
New smiles to nature. 

May it be no wrong, 



152 


SAUREB POEMS. 


Blest heavens, to you, and your superior son^. 
That we dark sons of dust and sorrow 
Awhile dare borrow 

The name of your delights, and our desires. 

And fit it to so far inferior lyres ! 

Our murmurs have their musie, too, 

Y e mighty orbs, us well os you, 

Nor yields the noblest nest 
Of warbling seraphim to the ears of love, 

A choicer lesson than the joyful breast 
I3f a poor punting turtle-dove. 

And wc, low worms, have leave to do 

The same bright business, yi* third Ileavhis, with 

Sentle spirits, do not complain, 

We will have care 
To keep it fair, 

And send it back to you again. 

Come, lovely name ! appear from forth the bright 
llcgions of peaceful light ; 

Look from Thine own illustrious home, 

Fair king of names, and come : 

Leave all thy native glories in their gorgeous nest. 
And give thyself awhile the gi'acious guest 
Df humble souls, that seek to find 
The hidden sweets 
Wliich man’s heart meets 
Wlien Thou art master of the mind. 

Dome, lovely name ! life of our hope ! 

Lo, we hold our hearts wide ope ! 

Unlock thy cabinet of day, 

Dearest sweet, and come away. 
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Lo, how the thirsty lanils 

Hasp for thy gollcii showers with long-stretch’ il hauils ! 
Lu, how the labouring earth, 

That hopes to he 
All heaven hy thee, 

Leaps at thy birth ! 

Til’ attending world, to wait thy rise, 

Lirst tiun’d to eyes, 

And then, not knowing what to do, 

Turn’d them to tears, and spent them, too. 

Come, royal name ! and pay th’ expeiiec 
f)f all this precious patience ; 

L), come away. 

And kill the death of this delay! 

0, see so many woilds of barren ycara 
Melted and mcasuied out in seas of tears ! 

IJ, see the weary lids of wakeful hope. 

Love’s eastern windows, all wide ope. 

With curtains drawn. 

To catch the day-break of thy dawn 1 
0, dawn, at last, long-look’d for day ! 

Take thine own wings and come away. 

Lo, where aloft it comes ! It comes, among 
The conduct of adoring spirits, that throng. 

Like diligent bees, and swarm about it. 

0, they arc wise. 

And know what sweets are suck’d from out it ! 

It is the hive 
By which they thrive*, 

Wliere all their hoard of honey lies. 

Lo, where it comes, upon the snowy dove’s 
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Soft back, and brings a basom big with loves ! 
WLdcome to our dark world, thou 
Womb of day! 

Unfold thy fair concuptions, and display 
The birth of our bright joys. 

t), thou compacted 

Body of blessings: spirit of souls extracted ! 

D, dissipate thy spicy powers. 

Cloud of condensed sweets, and break upon us 
In balmy show’rs ! 

0, fill Dur senses, and take from us 
All force of so profane a fallacy 
To think aught sweet hut that which smells of thee 
Fair, flow’ry name, in none but thee. 

And thy nectareal fragrancy. 

Hourly there meets 
An universal synod of all sweets ; 

By whom it is defined thus 
That no perfume 
For ever shall presume 
To pass for odoriferous. 

But such alone whose sacred pedigree 
Can prove itself some kin, sweet name, to thee. 
Sweet name, in thy each syllable 
A thousand blest Arabias dwell ; 

A thousand hills of fiankincense. 

Mountains of myrrh, and beds of spices, 

And ten thousand paradises. 

The soul that tastes thee takes from thence. 

How many unknown worlds there arc 
Df comforts, which thou hast in keeping ! 



JSAUEED POEMS. 


155 


How many thousand marcies theru 
111 Pity’s soft lap lie a-slccpiiig ! 

Happy he >vho has the art 
To awake them, 

Anil to take them 

Home, and lodge them in his heart. 

13, that it were as it was wont to be ! 

When tliy old friends of fire, all full of thee. 

Fought against frowns with smiles; gave glorious cha.se 
To persecutions ; and against the face 
Of death and fiercest dangers durst, with brave 
And sober pace, march on to meet a grave. 

On their bold breasts about the world they bore thee, 
And to the teeth of hell stood up to teach thee ; 

In centre of their inmost souls they wore thee. 

Where racks and torments strived in vain to reach thee. 

Little, alas ! thought they 
Wlio tore the fair breasts of ihy friends, 

Their fury but made way 
For thcG, and served them in thy glorious ends. 

What did their weapons, but with wider pores 
Enlarge thy flaming-breasted lovers, 

More freely to transpire 
That impatient fire, 

The heart that hides thee hardly covers ! 

What did their W'enpons, but set wide the doors 
For thee; fair purple doors, of Love’s devising, 

The ruby windows which enrich’d the eoat 
Of thy so oft-repeated rising! 

Each wound of theirs was thy now morning. 

And re- enthroned thee in thy rosy nest. 
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Witli blush of thine own blood thy day OLlorning: 

It was the wit of love o’ci-flow’il the bijuiids 

[)f wrath, and made the w^ay through all these wounds. 

WelcDinc, dear, all-adored name ! 

For sure there is no knee 
That knoAVs not thee. 

Dr, if there be such sons of shame, 

Alas ! what will they do 
Wlipii stubborn rucks shall bow, 

And hills hang down their hcavhi-saluting heads 
To seek for hmnhle beds 
Of dust, where, in the bashful shades of night, 

K^ext to their own low nothing they may lie, 

And couch before the dazz’liiig light of thy di*eadMajesty ! 
They that by Lua c’s mild dictate noAv 
Will not adore thee. 

Shall then, Avith just confusion, boAV 
And break before thee. 


IN THE &LORIDUS EPIPHANY OF OUR 
LORD GOD. 

A Hjjmn sung as hj the Three Kings. 

First King. 

iHT babe, whose awful beauties 
make 

e morn incur a sweet mistake; 
2nd. For Avhom th’ officious heavhia devise 
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Td iliainhcrit the sun’s rise, 

^6rd. Delicately te displace 

The day, and plant it fairer in Thy face ; 

Ijf. 0, Thau ham King of laves, 

2nd. Of lights, 

\Srd, Of j oya ! 

C7/io. Look up, sweet babe, laak up, and see 
For lave of Thee, 

Thus far from home, 

The East is come 

To seek herself in Thy sweet eyes ! 

Isf. We, wha strangely went astray. 

Lost in a bright 
Meridian night, 

2nd. A darkness made of too much day, 

3rd. Deekan’d from far 

13y Thy fair star, 

Lo, at last have found our way 1 
Olid. To Thee, thou day of night; thou East of West! 
Lo, we at last have found the way 
To Thee, the world’s great universal East ; 

The general and indifferent day 1 
\st. All-circling point, all- centering sphere. 

The world’s one, round, eternal year; 

2‘iul, Whose full and all-unwrinkled face 

Nor sinks nor swells with time or place; 

‘3rd. Dut everywhere, and everywhilc. 

Is one consistent solid smile; 

1st. Not vex’d and tost 

2nd. ’Twixt spring and frost, 

3rd, Nor by alternate shreds of light 
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Sordidly sliifting hands with shades and night. 
Cho. 0, little all, in Thy embrace 

The world lies warm, and likes his place 3 
Nor does his Ihll globe fail to be 
Kiss’d on both bis checks by Thee : 

Time is too narrow for Thy year, 

Nor makes the whole world Thy half sphere. 
1st. To Thee, to Thee, 

From him we flee ; 

From him, whom, by a more illustrious lie, 

The blindness of the world did call the oye 3 
To him, who by these mortal clouds hast made 
Thyself our sun, though Thine own shade. 
list. Farewell, the world’s false light ; 

Farewell, the white 

Egypt, a long farewell to thee, 

Bright idol ; black idolatry; 

The dire face of inferior darkness kiss’d 
And courted in the pompous mask of a more 
specious mist. 

2nd. Farewell, farew^ell, 

The proud and misplaced gates of hell, 
Perch’d in the morning’s way. 

And double-gilded as the doors of day; 

The deep hypocrisy of death and night 
More desperately dark, because more bright. 
[ird. "VVclcomc, the world’s sure way; 

Ilcav’n’s wholesome ray ! 

Vho. Welcome, to us ; and we, 

Sweet, to ourselves in Thee, 

1st. The deathless heir of all thy Father’s day ; 
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2nd. Decently bem, 

EmbDaom’il in a much more rosy mom — 

The blushes of thy nll-unblemish’il mother. 

^rd. No more that other 

Aurora shall set ope 
Her ruby easements, or hereafter hope 
From mortal eyes 

To meet religious welcomes at her rise. 

C/io. We, precious ones, in you have won 
A gentler morn, a juster sun. 
l5t. His supcrfieial beams sun-burnt our skin; 

2nd. Dut left within 

The night ami winter still of death and sin. 

Vho. Thy softer, yet more certain darts 
Spare our eyes, but pierce our hearts. 

Isf. Therefore, with his proud Persian spoils 
2ml. We court Thy more concerning smiles. 

Therefore, with his disgrace 
We gild the humble clieek of this chaste place ; 
Oho. And at Thy feet pour forth his face. 

Is^. The doting nations now no more 
Shall any day but Thine adore ; 

2nd. Nor, much less, shall they leave these eyes 
For cheap Egyptian deities. 

^rd. In whatsoe’er more sacred shape 
Of ram, he-goat, or reverend ape, 

Those beauteous ravishers oppress’d so sore 
The toD-hard-tempted nations. 

Is^. Never m or D 

By wanton heifer shall be worn 
2nd. A garland, or a gilded horn. 
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The altar-Btall’d ox, fat Dsiris now. 

With his fair sister-cow, 

3rcZ. Shall kick the clouds no more; but lean and tome 

VJio, See his homM face, and die for shame, 

And Mithra now shall be no name. 

1st, No longer shall the immodest lust 
Of adulterous godless dust 

2nd, Fly in the face of heav’n ; as if it were 
The poor world’s fault that he is fair. 

3rc?. Nor with perverse loves and religious rapes 

Kevenge Thy bounties in their beauteous shapes, 
And punish best things worst; because they stood 
Gruilty of being much for them too good. 

ls(. Proud sons of death, that durst compel 
Heav’n itself to find them hell ; 

2nd. And by strange wit of madness wrest 
From this world’s East the other’s West. 

3rd. All-idolizing worms, that thus could crowd 
And urge their sun into Thy cloud ; 

Forcing his sometimes eclipsed face to be 
A long deliquium to the light of Thee. 

Cho, Alas ! with how much heavier shade 

The shamefaced lamp hung down his head, 

. For that one eclipse ho mode, 

Than all those he suffered ! 

Ist. For this he look’d so big, and every mom 
With a red face confess’d this scorn ; 

Or hiding his vex’d cheeks in a hired mist. 

Kept them from being so unkindly kiss’d : 

2nd, It was for this the day did rise 
So oft with blubber’d eyes. 
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For this the eveniog wept ; and we ne’er knew, 
But eall’d it dew. 

3rd. This daily wrong 

Silenced the morning suns, and damp’d their song. 

Vho. Nor was ’t our deafness, but our sins, that thus 
Long made th’ harmonious orbs all mute to us. 

2vd. Time has a day in store, 

WJien this so proudly poor 
And self-oppressed spark, that has so long 
By the lovc-siek world been made 
Not so much their sun as shade. 

Weary of this glorious wrong, 

From them and from himself shall flee 
For shelter to the shadow of Thy tree ! 

CJio. Proud to have gain’d this precious loss, 

And changed his false erown for Thy cross. 

2nd. That dark day’s clear doom shall icline 

Whose is the nia.stcr fire, which sun would shine ; 
That sable judgment-seat shall by new laws 
Decide and settle the great cause 
Of controverted light; 

Cho. And Nature’s wrongs rejoice to do Thee right. 

3rd. That forfeiture of noon to-night shall pay 

All the idolat’rDUS theft i^ne by this night of day; 
And the great penitent press his own pole lips 
With an elaborate love-eclipse, 

To which the low world’s laws 
Shall lend no cause, 

Ch\). SaVe those domestic which He borrows 
From our sins and His own sorrows. 

Three sad hours’ sackcloth, then, shall show to us 

M 
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His penaucBj os our fault, conspicuous. 

2rk(£. And he more needfully and nobly prove 

The nations’ terror now, than erst their love, 
3rd. Their hated loves changed into wholesome fears. 
Vhi. The shutting of his eye shall open theirs. 

1st. As by a fair- eyed fallacy of day 
Misled before they lost their way. 

So shall they, by the seasonable fright 
Of an unseasonable night, 
liOsing it once again, stumble on true light ; 
2nd. And as before his too-bright eye 
Was their more blind idolatry, 

So his officious blindness now shall be 
Their black, but faithful perspective of Thee ; 
3rd. His new prodigious night, 

Their new and admirable light ; 

The supernatural dawn of thy pure day. 

While wond’ring they, 

The happy converts now of Him 
Whom they compell’d before to be their sin. 
Shall henceforth see 
To kiss him only as their rod. 

Whom they so long courted as God ; 

Cho. And their best use^f him they worshipp'd be 
To learn of him at least to worship Thee. 

It was their weakness woo’d his beauty ; 

But it shall be 

Their wisdom now, os well as duty, 

T’ enjoy his blot ; and, as a large block letter, 
Use it to spell Thy beauties better ; 

And moke the night itself their torch to Thee. 
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2r]d, Bj tliD oblique ambush of this close night, 
Couch’d in that conscious shade. 

The right- eyed Aroopagite 
Shall with a vigorous guess invade 
And catch thy quick rcflci; and sharply see 
On this dark ground 
To descant Thee. 

^6rd. 0 price of the rich spirit! with that fierce L-hose 
Of this strong soul shall he 
Leap at Thy lofty face, 

And seize the swift flash, in rebound 
From this obsequious cloud, 

On cc call’d a sun ; 

Till dearly thus undone, 

Cho. Till thus triumphantly tamed, D ye two 

Twin suns ! and taught now to negotiate you, 
1st. Thus shall that reverend child of light, 

2nd. By being scholar first of that new night, 

Come forth great master of the mystic day ; 

3ri. And teach obscure mankind a more close way. 
By the frugal negative light 
Of a most wise and well-abused night, 

To read more legible Thine original ray, 

Vho. And moke our darkness servo thy day ; 
Maintaining ’twixt Thy world and oui-s 
A commerce of contrary pow’rs ; 

A mutual trade 
’Twixt sun and shade, 

By confederate black and white. 

Borrowing day and lending night. 

Ijf. Thus we, who when with all the noble pow’rs 
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That, at Thy cost, are coll’ 1, not vainly, Din's ; 

We vow to make brave way 
Upwards, and press on for the pure intelligential 
prey; 

2nd. At least, to play 

The amorous spies. 

And peep and proffer at Thy sparkling throne ; 
Sri/. Instead of bringing in the blissful prize, 

And fastening on thine eyes, 

Forfeit our own. 

And nothing gain, 

Eut more ambitious loss, at least of brain ; 

Oho. Now by abased lids shall learn to be 

Eagles, and shut our eyes that wc may see. 

The Close. 

Therefore to Thee and Thine auspicious ray, 
Dread sweet ! lo, thus 
At least by us. 

The delegated eye of day 
Docs first his sceptre, then himself in solemn 
tribute pay. 

Thus he undresses 

His Bocred unshorn tresses ; 

At Thy odor^ feet, thus, he lays down 
1st. PEs gorgeous tire 

Df flame and fire, 

2nc2. Ilia glittering robe, 

3ri. His sparkling crown, 

1st. His gold, 

2nfi. His myrrh. 
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.‘5rr?. His frankincense, 

Clio. Td which he now has no pretence. 

P'or being show’d by this day’s light, how far 
He is firum sun enough to make Thy star, 

His beat ambition now is but to be 
Something a brighter shadow, sweet, of Thee ; 
Dr on heaven’s azure forehead high to stand 
Thy golden index ; with a duteous hand 
Pointing us home to our oAvn sun, 

The world’s and his Hyperion ’ 


TO THE QUEEN’S MAJESTY ON 
TWELFTH-DAY. 

^DAM, 

’Mongat those long rows of crowns that gild 
your race 

These royal sages sue for decent place. 

The day-breuk of the nations ; their first rny ; 

Wlicn the dark world dawn’d into Dhristiaii day. 

And smiled i’ th’ babe’s bright face, the purpling bud 
And rosy dawn of the right royal blood ; 

Fair first-fruits of the Lamb ; sui'c kings in this ; 

They took a kingdom while they gave a kiss : 

But the world’s homage, scoreo in these well blown, 
Wc read in you, rare queen, ripe and fiill grown. 

For from this day’s rich seed of diadems 
Does rise a radiant crop of royal stems, 
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A golden harvest of crown’d heads, that meet 
And crowd for kisses from the Lamb’s white feet. 

In this illustrious throng, your lofty flood 
{Swells high, fair confluence of all high-bom blood I 
With your bright head whose groves of sceptres bend 
Their weEdthy tops; and for these feet contend. 

Su swore the Lamb’s dread sire, and so wc sce’t, 
Crowns, and the heads they kiss, must court these feet. 
Fix here, fair majesty ! May your heart ne’er miss 
To reap new crowns and kingdoms from that kiss I 
Nor may we miss the joy to meet in you 
The aged honours of this day still new. 

May the great time in you still greater be. 

While all the year is your Epiphany ; 

While your each day’s devotion duly brings 
Three kingdoms to supply this day’s three kings I 


THE OFFICE OF THE HOLY CROSS. 

FOR THE HOUR OF MATINS. 

The Versicle. 

DRD, by Thy sweet and saving sign, 

The Besponsor. 

Defend us irom our foes and Thine. 

Fer. Thou sholt open my lips, D Lord ; 

Res. And my mouth shall declare Thy praise. 
Ff^r. 0 Hod, make speed to save me. 
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Rts. D Lordj mako baste to help me. 

Ver. Grlory be to tbo Father, 

And to the Son, 

And to the llolj Grhost, 

ll?s. As it was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall 
he, werli without end. Amm. 

TJie Hymn. 

The wakeful matins haste to sing 
The unknown sditdwb of our King ; 

The Father’s ward and wisdom made 
Man fur man, by man’s betray’d ; 

The world’s price set to sale, and by the held 
Merchants of death and sin is bought and sold; 

Df His best friends, yea of Himself, forsaken, 

Ey his worst foes, because he would, besieg’d and token. 

Tht Antiphon. 

All hail, fair tree, 

WTioso fruit wo be I 
Wliat song shall raise 
Thy seemly praise, 

Wlio brought’st to light 
Life out of death, day out of night ! 

The Versich. 

Lo, we adore Thee, 

Dread Lamb 1 and bow thus low before Thee ; 
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The Respons{>r. 

Tails e by the covenant of Thy Cross 
Thou hast saved at once the whole world’s loss. 

Tlit Prayer. 

0, Diy Lord Jesu Christ, Son of the living (jod! 
interpose, 1 pray Thee, Thine own precious death, Thy 
Cross and Fassion, betwixt my soul and Thy judgment, 
now and in the hour of my death. And vouchsafe to 
grant me Thy grace and mercy ; to the living and dead 
remission and rest ; to Thy Church, peace and concord ; 
to us sinners, life and glory everlasting. Who livest 
and reignest with the Father, in the unity of the Holy 
Grhost, one God, w'orld without end. Amen. 


FDR THE HOUR OF PRIME. 


The Versich. 



ORD, by Thy swcct and saving sign, 
The Respunaor. 


Defend us irom our foes and Thine. 


Fer. Thou shalt open my lips, 0 Lord ; 

Res. And my mouth shall declare Thy praise. 
Ver. 0 God, make speed to save me. 

Res. 0 Lord, make haste to help me. 

Ytr. Glory be to, dec. 

Res. As it was in, ikc. 
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TJie Hymn. 

The early primo blushes to say 
She eould not rise so soon as they 
Uaird FiUit« upi to try if he 
Could lend them any cruelty. 

Their hands with lashes arm’d, their tongues with li[j.^, 
And loathsome spittle blot those beauteous eyes, 

The blissful springs of joy, from whose all-cheering ray 
The fair Itars fill their weakfiil fires, the sun liimself 
drinks day. 


The Antijihon. 

Victorious sign 
That now dost shine, 

Transcrib’d above 
Into the land of light and love ; 

0, let us twine 
Our roots with thine, 

That we may rise 

Upon thy wings and reach the skies 1 

The Versicle. 

Lo, we adore Thee, 

Dread Lamb I and fall 

Thus low before Thee ; 

The Responsor. 

’Cause by the covenant of Thy Cross 
Thou host saved at once the whole world’s loss. 
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Tht Prayer. 

mj Lord Jesu (Jhiiat, Son of the living Gfod! 
inteipose, I pray Thee, Thine own precious death, Thy 
Orofls and Passion, betwixt my soul and Thy judgment, 
now and in the hour of my death. And vouchsafs to 
grant me Thy grace and mercy ; to the living and dead, 
remisBion and rest ; to Thy Church, peace and concord ; 
to us sinners, life and glory everlasting. Who livcst 
and reigncst with the Father, in the unity of the Holy 
Ghost, one God, world without end. Amen, 



THE THIRD. 

The VersicU. 

OBD, by that sweet md saving sign, 

The He^oTisor. 

Defend us from our foes and Thine. 

Ver. Thou sholt open my lips, D Lord ; 

Bea. And my mouth shall declare Thy praise. 
Per. D God, make speed to save me. 

Bea, □ Lord, moke haste to help me. 

Per, Gloiy be to, dec. 

Bea. ' As it was in the, ikc. 


The Hymn, ^ 

The third hour's deafen'd with the 07 
Of crucify Him I crucify !" 
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So goes the vote, nor oak them^ why ? 

live Barabbaa'” and let Qod die. 

But there ia wit in wrath, and they will try 
A hail more cruel than their crucify ; 

For while in apart He wears a apitefiil crown, 

The Berioufl ahow’rs along His dccentface run aadly down. 

The Antiphon. 

Christ when He died 
Deceived the Cross, 

And on Death’s side 
Threw all the loss. 

The captive world awak’d, and found 
The prisoner loose, the jailor bound. 

The Versicle. 

Lo, wc adore Thee, 

Dread Lamb ! and fall 

Thus low before Thee ; 

The Beeponeor. 

’Cause by the covenant of Thy Cross 
Thou hast saved at once the whole world’s loss. 

The Prayer. 

D, my Lord Jesu Christ, Son of tho living God! 
interpose, I pray Thee, Thine own precious death, Thy 
Cross and Passion, betwixt my soul and Thy judgment, 
now and in the hour of my death. And vouchsafe to 
grant mo Thy grace and mercy; to the living and dead, 
remission and rest ; to Thy Church, peace and concord ; 
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to US sinners, life and glory everlasting. Who livest 
and rcignest with the Father, in the unity of the Holy 
Erhost, one Sod, world without end. Amm. 

THE SIXTH. 

TJie Versizle. 

□ED, by Thy sweet and saving sign, 
The Respumor. 

Defend us from our foes and Thine. 

Ver. Thou slialt open my lips, □ Lord ; 

Res. And my mouth shall declare Thy praise. 
Ver. D God, make speed to save me. 

Res. 0 Lord, make haste to help me. 

Ver. Glory be to, itc. 

Res. As it was in, ike. 

The Hymn. 

Now is the noon of sorrow^s night 
High in His patience as their spite. 

Lo, the faint Lamb, with weary limb, 

Bears that huge tree which must bear Him ! 
That fatal plant, so great of fame 
Fur fruit of sorrow and of shame, 

Shall swell with both for Him, and mix 
All woes into one crucifix. 

Is tortur'd thirst itself too sweet a cup ? 

GbU and more bitter mocks sh^U make it up. 
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Are nails blunt pens uf superficial smart ? 

Centcmpt and scorn can send sure wounds to search 
the inmost heart. 

The Antiphon. 

0^ dear and sweet dispute 
Twixt death’s and love’s far different fruit ! 

Different els fsir 
As antidotes and poisons are. 

Ey that first fatal tree 
Euth life Eind liberty 
Were sold and slain; 

Ey this they both look up and live again ! 

The Versicle. 

Lo, we adore Thei*, 

Dread Lamb ! and bow thus low before Thee ; 

The Re.'ipomnr. 

’Cause by the eovcuaiit of Thy Cross 

Thou host saved the world from s^rtoiu loss. 

The Prayer. 

0, my Lord Jesu Clirist, Son of the living Grod ! 
interpose, I pray Thee, Thine own precious death, Thy 
Cross and Passion, betwixt my soul and Thy judgment, 
now and in the hour of my death. And vouchsafe to 
grant me Thy grace and mercy ; to the living and dead, 
remission and rest; to Thy Church, peace and concord , 
to us sinners, life and glory everlasting. Who li\est 
and ruignest with the Father, in the unity of the Holy 
Qhost, one Qud, world without end. Amen. 
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THE NINTH. 



The Ytrsich, 

DED, by Thy sweet and saving sign, 
The Besponsor, 


Defend us from our foes and Thine. 

Ver, Thou shalt open my lips, 0 Lord ; 

Res. And my mouth shall declare Thy praise. 
Ver. D Grod, make speed to save me. 

Res. O Lord, make haste to help me. 

Yer. Glory he to, ifec. 

Res. As it WEIS in, dbc. 


The Hymn, 

The ninth with awful horror hork’ned to those groans 
Which taught attention even to rocks and stones. 
Hear, Father, hear 1 Thy Lamb, at lost, complains 
Of some more painful thing than all His pains. 

Then bows His all- obedient head, and dies. 

His own love’s and our sin's great sacrifice. 

The sun saw that, and would have seen no more ; 

The centre shook, her useless veil th’ inglorious temple 
tore. 


The Antiphon, 

0, strange mysterious strife 
Of open death and hidden life I 
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Whon on ths Cross mj Sing did bleed 
Life seem’d to die^ death died indeed. 

The Versicle, 

Loj we adore Thee, 

DreEul Lamb ! and fall 
Thus low before Thee ; 

T/ie Respmsor. 

’Cause by the covenant of Thy Cross 
Thou hast saved at once the whole world’s loss. 

The Prayer, 

U, my Lord Jesu Christ, Son of the living God I 
interpose, I pray Thee, Thine own precious death, Thy 
Cross and Passion, betwixt my soul and Thy judgment, 
now and in the hour of my death. And vouchsafe to 
grant me Thy grace and mercy to the living and dead, 
remission and rest ; to Thy Church, peace and concord 
to us siniicrs, life and glory overlostiug. Who livest 
and reigiicst with the Father, in the unity of the Holy 
Ghost, one God, world without end, Ain^ri, 



176 


SAVEEB POEMS. 


EVENSONG. 

The Versich. 

ORD, by Thy sweet and saving sign, 

The EespDnsur. 

Defend us from our foes and Thine. 

Ver. Thou shujt open my lips, 0 Lord ; 

Res. And my mouth shall declare Thy praise. 
Ver. D Grod, make speed to save me. 

Res. 0 Lord, make haste to help me. 

Ver. Glory he to, (fee. 

Res. As it was in, ibc. 

The Hymn. 

But there were rocks would not relent at this. 

Lo, for their own hearts they rend His ! 

Their deadly hate lives still, and hath 
A wild reserve of wanton wrath ; 

Superfluous spear ! hut there’s a heart stands by 
Will look no wounds he lost, no death shall die. 
Gather now thy griefs ripe fruit, great Mother-maid ! 
Then sit thee down, and sing thy evensong in the sad 
tree’s shade. 

The Antiphon. 

D sod, sweet tree ! 

Woeful and joyful, we 
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Both WBep and siDg in ahado of thee : 

When the dear nails did lock 
And graft into thy gracious stock 
The hope, tho health, 

The worth, the wealth 

Of bU the ransom’d world, thou hadst the power, 

In that propitious hour, 

To poise each precious limb, 

And prove how light the world was when it weigh’d 
with Him. 

Wide may’st thou spread 

Thine arms ; and with thy bright and blissful head 
D’erlook all Libanus ! Thy lofty crown 
The King Himself is ; thou llis humble throne. 
Where yielding, and yet conquering, He 
Proved a new path of patient victory, 

When won d’ ring death by death was slain, 

And Dur captivity His captive ta’en. 

TTie Versicle. 

Lo, we adore Thee, 

Dread Lamb ! and bow thus low before Thee ; 

The Re^joonsur. 

’ Cause by the covenant of Thy Cross 
Thou hast saved the world from certain lass. 

The Prayer. 

0, my Lord Jesu Christ, Son of the living Grod ! 
interpose, I pray Thee, Thine own precious death, Thy 
Cross and Passion, betwixt my soul and Thy judgment, 
N 
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now and in the hour of my death. And rouchsafe to 
^ant me Thy grace and mercy j to the living and dead, 
remission and rest ; to Thy Church, peoee and concord ; 
to us sinners, life and glory everlasting. Who livest 
and reignest with the Father, in the unity of the Holy 
&host, one God, world without end. Amm, 

CDMPLIN. 

Th^ Versicle. 

ORD, by Thy sweet and saving sign^ 

The Eesponsor, 

Defend us irom our foes and Thine. 

Ver. Thou shuJt open my lips, D Lord; 

Ees. And my mouth shall declare Thy praise. 
Ver. 0 God, make speed to save me. 

Res. O Lord, make haste to help me. 

Ver, Glory be to, (fee. 

Res. As it was in, (kc. 

The Hymn. 

The complin hour comes last, to call 
Us to our own lifers funeral. 

Ah, heartless task I yet hope takes heed, 

And lives in Him that here lies dead. 

Bun, Mary, run I bring hither all the bleat 
Arabia, for thy royal phoenix’ nest ; 
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Four on thy noblest swcetSi which, when they touch 
This sweeter body, shall indeeil he such. 

But must Thy bed, Lord, be a borrow’d grave, 

Who lend’st to all things all the life they have? 

0, rather use this heart, thus far a fitter stone, 

’Cause, though a hard and cold one, yeb it is Thine own. 

Amm. 


Tht Antiphon, 

D, save us, then, 

Merciful King of men ! 

Since thou would’st needs be thus 
A Saviour, and at such a rate, for us ; 

Save us, D save us. Lord ! 

W e now wiU own no shorter wish, nor name a narrower 
word. 

Thy blood bids us be bold ; 

Thy wounds give us fair hold; 

Thy sorrows chide our shame ; 

Thy Dross, Thy nature, and Thy name 
Advance our claim 
And cry with one accord, 

Save them, 0 save them, Lord ! 

TAe Ym’side, 

Lo, we adore Thee, 

Dread Lamb I and bow thus low before Thee ;* 

The Respimor, 

’Cause by the covenant of Thy Cross 
Thou hast saved the world from certain loss. 
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The Prayer. 

0^ mj Lord Jcbu Uhrist; Son of the living God! 
interpose, I pray Thee, Thine own precious death. Thy 
Cross and Pussicn, betwixt my soul and Thy judgment, 
now and in the hour of my death. And vouchsafe to 
grant me Thy grace and mercy; to the living and dead, 
remission and rest ; to Thy Church, peace and concord ; 
to us sinnei’s, life and glory everlasting. Who livest 
and reignest with the Father, in the unity of the Holy 
Ghost, one God, world without end. Amen. 


THE EE COMMEND ATI GN. 

i^ll^^llESE hours, and that which hovers o’er 

I hands and heart. Lord, 1 com- 
mend 1 

Take both to Thine account, that I and mine 
In that hour, and in these, may bo all Thine. 

That ds I dedicate my devoutest breath, 

To make a kind of life for my Lord’s death. 


So from His living, and life-giving death. 

My dying life may draw a new and never-fleeting breath ! 
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VEXILLA REGIS. 

The Hymn of the Holy Cross. 

DOK np, lang'uishing soul ! Ld^ wheri* the 
fair 

Badge of thy faith calls bEu:k thy care. 

And bids thcc ne’er forget 
Thy life is one long debt 
Of love to Him who, on this painful tree, 

Paid bock tho flesh He took for thee. 

Lo, how the streams of life from that full nest 
Of loves, thy Lord’s too liberal breast, 

Flow in an amorous flood 
Of water wedding blood ! 

With these He wash’d thy stain, transf err’d thy smart. 
And took ib home to His own heart. 

But thou, great love, greedy of such sod gam. 
Usurp’d the portion of Thy pain, 

And from the nails and spear 
Turn’d the steel poinb of feoi’, 

Their use is changed, not lost ; and now they move 
Not stings of wrath, but wounds of love. 

Toll tree of life I Thy truth makes good 
What was till now ne’er understood, 

Though the prophetic King 
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Struck hui his faithful string ; 

It was thy wood he meant should make the throne 
For a more than Solomon, 

liarge throne of Love ! royally spread 
With purple of too rich a red : 

Thy crime is too much duty ; 

Thy burthen too much beauty ! 

Grlurious or grievous more ? thus to make good 
Thy costly excellence with thy King’s own blood. 

Even balance of both worlds ! our world of sin^ 
And that of grace heav’n weigh’d in Him, 

Us with our price thou weigh ed’st ; 

Dur price for us thou paycd’st ; 

Soon as the right-hand scale rejoiced to prove 
How much death weigh’d more light than Love. 

Hail, our alone Hope ! let Thy fair head shoot 
Aloft; and fill the nations with Thy noble fruit. 
The while our hearts and we 
Thus graft ourselves on Thee, 

Grrow Thou, and they; and be Thy fair increase 
The sinner’s potion, and the just man’s peace. 

Live, 0, for ever live and reign, 

The Jjambwhom His own love has slain f 

And lot Thy lost sheep live t’ inherit 

That kingdom which this Cross did merit. Amen, 
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CHARITAS NIMIA, 


Or the Dear Bargain. 

I DSJ), what is man ? why shDuld he cost 
Thee 

So dear ? what had liis ruin lest Thee ? 
Lord, what is man ? that Thou host over-bought 
So much a thing of nought ? 



Love is too kind, I sec, and can 
Mako but a simple merchantman. 

Twos for such sorry merohandise 
Bold painters have put out his eyes. 

Alas, sweet Lord ! what were’t to Thee 
If there were no such worms as wc ? 
Hcav’u nevertheless still heaYhi would be. 
Should mankind dwell 
In the deep hell, 

What have his woes to do with Thee ? 


Let him go weep 
O’er his own wounds ; 

Seraphim will not sleep, 

Nor spheres let fall their faithful rounds. 

Still would the youthful spirits sing, 
And still Thy spacious palace ring; 
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Still would those beauteous ministers of light 
Bum all os bright^ 

And bow their flaming heads before Thee ; 
Still thrones and dominations would adore Thee ; 
Still would those ever-waheful sons of fire 
Keep warm Thy praise 
Both nights and days, 

And teach Thy loved name to their noble lyre. 

Let froward dust then do its kind. 

And give itself for sport to the proud wind. 

Why should a pieee of peevish clay plead shares 
In the eternity of Thy old cares ? 

Why shouldsb Thou bow Thy awful breast to see 
WTbat mine own madnesses have done with me ? 

Should not the king still keop his throne 
Because some desperate fool’s undone ? 

Dr will the world’s illustrious eyes 
Weep for every worm that dies ? 

Will the gallant sun 
E’er the less glorious run ? 

Win he hang down his golden head. 

Or e’er the sooner seek hLs western bed. 

Because some foolish fly 
OrowB wanton, and will die ? 

If I were lost in misery, 

What was it to Thy heav’n, and Thee ? 



SAVRED POEMS. 


185 


What waH it to Thy precious bloDi] 

If my foul heart call’l for a flood ? 

AVliat if my faithless soul and I 
Would needs fall in 
With guilt and sin, 

What did the Lamb that He should die? 

Wliat did the Lamb that He should need, 
WTien the wolf sins, Himself to bleed? 

If my base lust 

Bargain’d with death and well-beseeming dust, 
Why should the white 
Lamb’s bosom write 
The purple name 
□f my sin’s shame ? 

Why should llis unstain’d breast make good 
My blushes with His own heart blood ? 

□, my Saviour, make me see 
How dearly Thou hast paid for me, 

That, lost again, my life may prove 
As then in death, so now m love ! 
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SANDTA MAKIA DDL DRUM, 

Dr the Mother of Sorrows; a Pathetiml descant upon 
the devout plainsong of^^Stahat Mater 
dohrosaJ' 

N Bhiulc of death’s sad tree 
Stood doleful she ; 

Ah, she ! now by none other 
Name to be known, alas ! but SorruVs Mother. 
Before her eyes 

Her’s, and the whole world’s joys, 

Hanging all torn, she secs, and in His woes 
And pains her pangs and throes. 

Each Wound of His from every part, 

All, more at home in Her own heart. 

What kind of marble, then. 

Is that cold man 

Wlio con look on and see. 

Nor keep such noble sorrow’s company? 

Sure even from you, 

My flints, some drops are due. 

To see BO many unkind swords contest 
So fast for one soft breast ; 

While with a faithful, mutual flood 

Her eyes bleed tears, His wounds weep blood ! 
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costly intercourse 
' Of death’s, and worse 

Divided loves: while Son and Mother 
Discourse alternate wounds to one another ! 

Quick deaths that grow 

And gather os they come and go ; 

His nails write swords in Her ; which soon Her heart 
Fays back, with more than their own smart ; 
Her swords, still growing with His pain. 

Turn spears, and straight come home again. 

She sees Her Son, Her Bod, 

Dow with a load 
Of borrow’d sins, and swim 
In woes that were not made for Him. 

Ah ! hard command 
Df Love ! Here must She stand 
Charged to look on, and with a steadfast eye 
Sec Her life die ; 
lieaving Her only so much breath 
As serves to keep alive Her death. 

0, Mother tuille-dove ! 

Soft source of love ! 

That these dry lids might borrow 
Something from Thy fiill seas of sorrow ! 

0, in that breast 
Of Thine, the nohlesb nest 
Both of Love’s fires and floods, might 1 recline 
This hard, cold heart of mine, 

The chill lump would relent, and prove 
Soft subject for the siege of Love 1 
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0 , teach those wounds to bleed 
In me ; me, so to read 
This book of loves, thus writ 
In lines of death, mj life may copy it 
With loyal tares. 

0 , let me here claim shares ! 

Yield something in thy sad prerogative, 

Q^reat Queen of griefs, and give 
Me to my tears ; who, though all stone. 

Think much that Thou should’st mourn alone. 

Yea, let my life and me 
Fii here with Thee, 

And at the humble foot 
Of this fair tree take our eternal root. 

That so we may 

At least be in Love’s way; 

And in these chaste wars while the wing’d wounds flee 
So fast ’twixt Him and Thee, 

My breast may catch the kiss of some kind dart, 
Though os at second hand from either heart. 

□ you, your own best darts. 

Dear doleful heaits ! 

Hail, and strike home and make me sec 
That wounded bosoms their own weapons be ! 

Dome, wounds ! come, darts ! 

Nail’d hands ! and pierced hearts I 
Come, your whole selves, Sorrow’s great Son and 
Mother, 

Nor grudge 4 younger brother 
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Df griefs his portion, who, had all their due, 

One single wound should not have left for jou. 

Shall I set there 
So deep a share, 

Dear wuniuls, and only now 
In sorrows draw no dividend with you ! 

0, be more wise, 

If not more soft, mine eyes ! 

Flow, tardy founts ! and into decent show’rs 
Dissolve my days and hours : 

And if thou yet, faint soul, defer 

To bleed with Him, fail not to weep with Her. 

Rich Queen, lend some relief. 

At least in alms of grief. 

To a heart who, by a sod right of sin, 

Could prove the whole sum, too sure, due to him. 

Ry all those stings 
Of love, sweet bitter things. 

Which these torn hands transcribed on Thy true heart ; 

D, teach mine, too, the art 
To study him bo, till we mix 
Wounds, and become ouo cruciiii. 

D, let me suck the wine 
So long of this chaste vine, 

Till, drunk of the dear wounds, I be 
A lost thing to the world, as it to me ! 

□, faithiul friend 
Of me and of my end ! 
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Fold np my life in IovBi ani lay’t beneath 
My dear Lord’s vital death. 

Lo, heart, thy hope’s whole plea ! Her preniima breath 
Pour’d out in prayers for thee; thy Lord’s in death. 


THE HYMN DF SAINT THOMAS IN 
ADORATION OF THE BLESSED 
SACRAMENT. 

all the pow’rs my poor heart hath, 
lumble love and loyal faith, 

3 low, my hidden life ! I bow to Thee, 
Whom too mueh love hath bow’d more low for mo, 
Down, down, proud sense ! discourses die. 

Keep close, my soul’s enqiiinng; eye ! 

Nor touch nor taste must look for more. 

But each sit still in his own door. 

Your ports are all superfluous here, 

Save that which lets in faith — the ear. 

Faith is my skill, faith can believe 
As fast as love new laws can ^ve. 

Faith is my force, faith strength aifords 
To keep pace with those pow’rfiil words : 

And words more sure, more sweet than they 
Love could not think, truth could not say. 

D, let Thy wretch find that relief 
Thou didst afford the faithful thief ; 
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Plead Fdf me, Love I allege and show 
That faith has farther here to go, 

And leas to lean on ; because then, 

Though hid as Crod, wounds write Thee man ; 
Thomaa might toueh none but might see, 

At least, the suff’ring side of Thee ; 

And that, too, was Thyself which Thee did cover, 
But here even that’s hid, too, which hides the other. 

Sweet, consider then, that I, 

Though allow’d not hand nor eye 
To teach at Thy loved face, nor can 
Taste Thee God, or touch Thee man. 

Both yet believe and witness Thee, 

My Lord, too, and my God, as loud b 3 He. 

Help, Lord, my hope increase, 

And All my portion in Thy peace. 

Dive love for life, nor let my days 

Grow, but ill new powers to name Thy praise. 

0, dear memorial of that death 
Which lives still, and allows us breath ! 
llich, royal Aood I bountiful bread I 
Whose use diMiies us to tho dead ; 

Whose vital gust alone can give 
The same leave both to eat and live ; 

Live ever, bread of loves, and be 
My life, my soul, my surer self to ms ! 

0, soft self-wounding pelican, 

Whose breast weeps balm for wounded man ! 
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Ah, this way bsnd thy bsnign hood, 

To a bleeding heart that gasps for blood ; 
That blood whose least drop sovereign he- 
To wash my worlds of sins from me ! 

Come, love ! come, Lord ! and that long day 
For which I languish, come away; 

When this dry soul those eyes shall see, 

And drink the unseal’d source of Thee; 

WTien glory’s sun faith’s shade shall ehase, 
Then for Thy veil give me Thy face. Amen. 


THE HYMN FQR THE BLESSED SACRAMENT. 

LAUDA SIDN SALVATDREM. 

, royal Sion ! rise and sing 
y soul’s kind shepherd, thy heart’s King, 
etch all thy powers, call, if you can. 
Harps of hcav’n to hands of man — 

This sovereign subject sits above 
The best ambition of thy love. 

Lo, the bread of life ! this day’s 
Triumphant text provokes Thy praise — 

The living and life-giving bread 
To the great twelve distributed, 

When Life Himself at point to die, 

Of Love, was his own legacy. 
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Come, Ldyb ! anl Let us work a song 
Loud and pleasant, sweet and long ; 

Let lips and hearts lift high the noise 
Of BO just and solemn jays, 

Which on His white brows this bright day< 
Shall hence for ever bear away. 

Lo, the new law of a new Lord, 

W^ith a new Lamb blesses the board ! 

The aged Pascha pleads not years, 

But spies love's dawn, and disappears. 

Types yield to truths, shades shrink away, 
And their night dies into our day. 

But, lest that die too, we ore bid 
Ever to do what he once did ; 

And, by a mindful, mystic breath. 

That we may live, revive His death ; 

W’^ith a wcll-hlest bread and wine 
Traiisumcd and taught to turn divine. 

The hcav’n-instructed house of faith 
Here a holy dictate hath. 

That they but lend their form and face. 
Themselves with reverence leave their place, 
Nature and name, to be mode good 
By nobler bread, more needful blood. 

Where Nature’s laws no leave will give. 
Bold faith takes heart, and dares believe 
In different species, name not things, 
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HimsBlf to me my Saviour biings^ 

As meat in that^ as drink in this ; 

But still in both one Christ He is. 

The receiving mouth here makes 
Nor wound nor breach in what He takes. 

Xjet one, or one thousand be 

Here dividers, single he 

Bears home no less, all they no more, 

Nor leave they both less than before. 

Though in itself this sovereign feast 
Be all the same to every guest. 

Yet on the same, life-meaning, bread 
The child of death eats himself dead. 

Nor is’t Love’s fault, but sin’s dire skill 
That thus from life can deatli distil. 

When the blest signs thou broke shalt see. 
Hold but thy faith entire as He, 

Who, howsoever clod, cannot come 
Less than whole Christ in every crumb. 

In broken forms a stable faith 
Untouch’d her precious total hath. 

Lo, the life-food of angels then 
Bow’d to the lowly mouths of men I 
The childrens’ bread, the bridegroom’s wine. 
Not to be cost to dogs or swine. 

Lo, the full, final sacrifice 
On which all figures fia’d their eyes, 
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The ransom’d Isaac and his ram, 

The manna, and the Paschal Lamb ! 

Jesii, Master, just and true ! 

Our food, and faithiul Shepherd too ! 

0, by Thyself vouchsafe to keep, 

As with Thyself Thou feed’st Thy sheep. 

0, let that lave which thus makes Thee 
Mix with Dur low mortality, 

Lift our lean souls, and set us up 
Con victors of Thine own full cup. 

Co-heirs of saints, that so all may 
Drink the same wine, and the same way ; 
Nor change the pasture, hut the place, 

To feed of Thee in Thine own face ! Amen, 


THE HYMN “ DIES IRM DIES ILLA.” 

In Meditation of the Day of Judgment . 

IeAR’ST thou, my soul, what seiioua things 
Both the Psalm and Sibyl sings, 

Of a sure Judge, from whose sharp ray 
The world in flames shall fly away? 



D, that Fire I before whose face 
Heav’n and earth shall find no place : 
□, these Eyes I whose angry light 
Must he the day of that dread night. 
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D, that Trump ! 'whose blast shall run 
An eyen round with th’ uircling sun, 

And urge the murmuring graves to bring 
Pale mankind forth to meet his King. 

Horror of nature, hell and death I 
When a deep groan from beneath 
Shall cry^ we come, we come,” and all 
The caves of night answer one call. 

O, that Book ! whose leaves so bright 
Will set the world in severe light. 

D, that Judge I whose hand, whose eye 
None can endure, yet none can fly. 

Ah, then, poor soul ! what wilt thou say ? 
And to what patron choose to pray, 

When stars themselves shall stagger, and 
The most firm foot no moro than stand ? 

But Thou giv’st leave, dread Lord, that wu 
Take shelter from Thyself in Thee; 

And with the wings of Thine own dove 
Fly to Thy sceptre of soft love ! 

Deal', remember in that day 
Who was the cause Thou cam’st this way ; 
Thy sheep was stray’d, and Thou wouldst be 
Even lost Thyself in seeking me ! 

Shall all that labour, all that cost 
Of love, and even that loss, be lost ? 
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And this loved soul judged worth no leas 
Than all that way and wearineas ? 

Juflt Mercy, then, Thy reck’ning be 
With my price, and not with me ; 

’Twaa paid at first with too much pain, 

To be paid twice, or once in vain. 

Mercy, my Judge ! mercy, I cry. 

With blushing cheek and bleeding eye ; 

The conscious colours of my sin 
Are red without, and pale within. 

0, let Thine own soft bowels pay 
Thyself, and so discharge that day ! 

If Sin can sigh. Love can forgive, 

O, say the word, my soul shall live ! 

Those mercies which Thy Mary found, 

Ur who Thy cross confess’d and crown’d, 
Hope tells my heart the same loves be 
Still olive, and still for me. 

Though both my prayers and tears combine, 
Both worthless are, for they ore mine ; 

But Thou Thy bounteous self still be, 

And show Thou art by saving me. 

0, when Thy last frown shall proclaim 
The flocks of goats to folds of floiUB, 

And all Thy lost sheep found shall bOf 
Lot Dome ye blessed” then coll mol 
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WbDn the dread ‘‘ Ite” shall divide 
Those limbs of death from Thy left side, 

Let those life-speaking lips eommand 
That I inherit Thy right hand ! 

0, hear a suppliant heart, all crash’d 
And erunihlcLl into contrite dust! 

My hope, my fear ! my Judge, my Friend ! 
Take charge of me, and of my end I 


THE HYMN “ D &LORIDSA DOMINA.” 

most high, most humble one ! 

VC the world, below thy Son, 

9se blush the moon beoutcously mars 
And stains the timorous light of stars. 

He that mode all things hod not done 
Till He hod made Himself thy Son. 

The whole world’s host would be thy guest 
And board Himself at thy rich breast. 

0, boundless hospitality ! 

The feast of oil things feeds on thee. 

The first Eve, mother of our fall. 

Ere she bore any one, slew all. 

□f her unkind gift might we have 
The inheritoni^ of a hasty grave ; 

Quick buried in the wanton tomb 
Of one forbidden bit. 
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Had not a bstter fhiit forbidlen it ; 

Had not thy healthful womb 

The world’s now Eastern window been 
Ind given us hcav’n again in giving Him : 
?hine was the rosy dawn that sprung the day 
\^ich renders all the stars she stole away. 

Let then th’ aged world be wise, and all 
Prove nobly^ here^ unnatural : 

Tis gratitude to forget that other, 
i.nd call the maiden Eve their mother. 

Yq redeem’d nations far and near, 

Applaud your happy selves in her, 

All you to whom this love belongs. 

And keep ’t alive with lasting songs. 

IjCt hearts and lips speak loud, and say. 
Hail, door of life, and source of day ! 

The door was shut, the fountain scal’d, 

Yet light was seen, and life revealed; 

The fountain scal’d, yet life found way. 

Glory to Thee, great Virgin’s Son, 

In bosom of Thy Father’s bliss ! 

The some to Thee, sweet Spirit, be done. 
As ever shall be, was, and is ! Amen, 
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fHE FLAMING HEART, 

Ujpm iht BoqJc and. Picture of the Beraphical Sdjint 
Teresa^ as she is usv4ilhj expressed with a 
Beraphim beside her, 

£€ri^?ELL-MEANIN& readers I you that cdkid 

And L-atch the preciDUs name this piece 
pretends, 

Make not too much haste t’ admire 


That fair-cheek’d fallacy of fire. 

That is a seraphim, they say, 

And this the great Tercsia. 

Headers, be ruled by me, and make 
Here a well-plaCed and wise mistake ; 

You must transpose the picturo ijuite. 

And spell it wrong to read it right ; 

Read Him for Her, and Her for Him, 

And call the saint the seraphim. 

Painter, what didst thou understand 
To put her dart into his hand ? 

See, even the years and size of him 
Shows this the mother seraphim. 

This is the mistress flame, and duteous he 
Her happy fireworks, here, comes down to see : 
O, most poor-spirited of men I 
Had thy cold pencil kiss’d her pen, 

Thou couldst not so unkindly err 
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To show us this faint ahaile fur her. 

Why, man, this speaks pure mortal iramd ; 

And mockfl with female fh)st love’s manly flame, 
One would’ st suspect thou mean’st to print 
Some weak, inferior woman Saint. 

But, had thy pale-faced purple took 

Fire from the burning chccka of that bright book, 

Thou would’st on her have heap’d up all 

That could be found scraphical ; 

Wliatc’er this youth of fire wears fair, 

Bosy fingci-s, radiant hair, 

Glowing cheek, and glist’ring wings, 

All those fair and flagrant things ; 

But, before all, that fiery dart 
Hod fill’d the hand of this great heart. 

Do, then, us equal right requires. 

Since his the blushes be, and hcr’s the fires ; 
Besume and rectify thy rude design, 

Undress thy seraphim into mine; 

Bed com this injury of thy art. 

Give him tlic veil, give her the dart. 

Give him the veil, that he may cover 
The red cheeks of a rivoU’d lover. 

Ashamed that our world now can show 
Nests of new scraphims here below. 

Give her the dait, for it is she, 

Fair youth, shoots both thy shaft and thee ; 

Say, all ye wise and well-pierced hearts 
That live and die amidst her darts, 

WFab is’t your tasteful spirits do prove 
la that rare life of her and love ? 
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Say and bear witness. Sends she not 
A seraphim at every shot ? 

What magazines of immortal arms there shine 1 
Heav’n's great artillery in eaeh love-spun line. 

Give, then, the dart to her who gives the flame^ 

Give him the veil who gives the shame. 

But if it be the frequent fate 
□f worst faults to be fortunate, 

If all’s preaeription, and proud WToiig 
Hearkens not to an humble song, 

For all the gallantry of him, 

Givo me the suff’ring seraphim. 

His be the bravery of those bright things. 

The glowing eheeks, the glistering wings. 

The rosy hand, tho radiant dart ; 

Leave her alone the flaming heart. 

Leave her that, and thou shalt leave her 
Not one loose shaft, but Love’s whole quiver. 

For in Love’s field was never found 
A nobler weapon than a wound. 

Love’s passives are his octiv’st part, 

The wounded is the wounding heart. 

0, heart ! the equal poise of Love’s both parts, 

Big alike with wounds and darts, 

Jive in these uonquering leaves, live all the same, 
And walkthrough all tongues one triumphant flame; 
Live here, great heart, and love, and die, and kill, 
And bleed, and wound, and yield, and eonquer still. 
Let this immortal Life, where’er it comes, 

Walk in a crowd of laves and martyrdoms. 

Let mystic deaths wait un’t, and wise souls be 
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The love-Blain witneBSca of this life of thee. 

0, sweet incendiary ! show here thy art 
Upon this carcass of a haril^ cold heart ; 

Let ell thy scatter’d shafts of light, that play 
Among the leaves of thy large books of day, 
Combined against this breast, at once break in 
And take away from me myself and sin ; 

This gi ocious robbery shall thy bounty be. 

And my best fortunes such fair spoils of me. 

0, thou undaunted daughter of desires ! 

By all thy dower of lights and fires, 

By all the eagle in thee, all the dove, 

By all thy lives and deaths of love. 

By thy large draughts of intellectual day, 

And by thy thirsts of love more large than they ; 
By all thy brim-filFd bowls of fierce desire, 

By thy last morning’s draught of liquid fire, 

By the full kingdom of that final kiss 

That seiz’d thy parting soul, and seal’d thee liis ; 

By all the hcav’ns thou hast in him, 

Fair sister of the seraphim ! 

By oil of him we have in thee. 

Leave nothing of myself in mo : 

Lot mo so read thy life that I 
Unto all life of mine may die. 
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A SDN&. 

OED, when the sense of Thy sweet grace 
Sends up my soul to seek Thy face, 

Thy blessed eyes breed such desire, 

I die in We’s delicious fire. 

0 Love ! I am thy sacrifice, 

Be still triumphant, blessed eyes \ 

Still shine oa me, fair suns ! that I 
Still may behold though still 1 die. 

Second Pabt. 

Though still I die, I live again. 

Still longing so to be still slain ; 

So gainful is such loss of breath, 

I die even in desire of death. 

Still live in me this loving strife 
Of living death and dying life : 

For while Thou sweetly slayest me. 

Dead to myself, I live in Thee. 
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TO MISTRESS M.R* COUNSEL CONCERNING 
HER CHOICE. 

EAR, hBav’n-designy soul ! 

Amongst the rest 

Of suitors that besiege your maiden breast, 
Why may not I 
My fortune try. 

And venture to speak one gjood word. 

Not for myself, alas ! but for my dearer Lord? 

You’ve seen already, in this lower sphere 
Of froth and bubbles, what to look for here. 

Say, gentle soul, what can you find 
But painted shapes, 

Peacocks and apes, 

Illustrious flies, 

Gilded dungliills, glorious lies, 

Goodly surmises 
And deep disguises. 

Oaths of water, words of wind ? 

Truth bids me say, ’tis timo you ceased to trust 
Your soul to any son of dust. 

’Tis time you listen to a braver love. 

Which from above 
Calls you up higher, 

And bids you come 
And choose your room 

* See antea, p. B1 
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Among his own fair sons of iiro, 

Where you among 
The golden throng, 

That watches at his palace doors, 

May pass along 

And follow those fair stars of yours ; 

Stars much too fair and pure to wait upon 
The false smiles of a sublunary sun. 

Sweet, let me prophesy that at last 'twill prove 
Your wary love 

Lays up his purer and more precious vows, 
And means them for a for more worthy spouse 
Than this world of lies can give ye, 

Ev’n for him with whom nor cost. 

Nor love, nor labour can be lost ; 

Him who never will deceive ye. 

Let not my Lord, the mighty lover 
Of souls, disdain that I discover 
The hidden art 

Of His high stratagem to win your heart. 

It was His heavenly art 
Kindly to cross you 
In your mistaken love, 

That, at the next remove, 

Thence He might toss you, 

And strike your trouble heart 
Home to Himself, to hide it in His breast, 
The bright ambrosial nest, 

Of love, of life, and everlasting rest. 

Happy mistake I 
That thus shall wake 
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Your wise soul, never to be won 
Now with a love below the sun. 

Your first choice falls ; 0, when you choose ag;ain^ 
May it not bo among the sons of men ! 


ALEXIAS. 

T/ie Vomplaint of the forsaken wife of Saint Alexis. 
THE FinST ELEBY. 

LATE the Roman youth’s loved praise and 
pride, 

Wliom long none could obtain, though 
thousands tried, 

Lo, here am left, alas ! for my lost mate 
T’ embrace my tears, and kiss an unkind fate. 

Sure in iny early woes stars were at strife. 

And tried to make a widow ere a wife. 

Nor can I tell, and this new tears doth breed, 

In what strange path my Lord’s fair footsteps bleed. 

□, knew I where he wander’d, I should see 
Some solace in my sorrow’s certainty ; 

I’d send my woes in words should weep for me. 

Who knows how pow’rful well-writ pray’rs would be ! 
Sending’s too slow a word, myself would fly ; 

Who knows my own heart’s woes so well os I ? 

But how shall I steal hence ? Alexis, thou, 

Ah, thou thyself, alas I has taught me how 
Love, too, that leads thee would lend me the wings 
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To bear me harmless through the hardest things ; 

And where Iotb lends the wing, and leads the way, 
What dangers can there be dare say me nay? 

If I be shipwreckM, love shall teach to swim ] 

If drown’d, sweet is the death endured for him ; 

The noted sea shall change his name withime, 

I ’mongst the blest stars a new name shall be ; 

And sure where lovci*8 make their wat’ry graves 
The weeping mariner will augment the waves. 

For who so hard, but, passing by that way. 

Will take adjuaintance of my woes, and say, 

Here’t was the Eoman maid found a hard fate, 

W^B through the worl d she sought h er wand’ring mate ; 
Here perish’d she, poor heart ! heav’ns, be my vows 
As true to me as she was to her spouse ! 

0, live so rare a love ! live ! and in thee 
The too trail life of femEde constancy. 

Farewell, and shine, fair soul, shine there above, 

Firm in thy crown os here fast in thy love. 

There thy lost fugitive thou host found at last; 

Be happy, and for ever hold him fast I 


THE SECOND ELE&Y. 

H DU SH all the j oys I hod fled hen ce with thee, 
pW Unkind ! yet are my tears still true to me ; 
iW'wf I’m wedded o’er again since thou art gone. 
Nor coyld’st thou, cruel, leave me i]uite alone. 
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Alexis’s widow now is Sorrow’s wife, 

With him shall I weep out my WDary life. 
Welcome, my sad, sweet mate ! now have I got 
At last a constant love that leaves me not : 

Firm he, as thou art false, nor need my cries 
Thus vex the earth, and tear the [lolityj skies. 
For him, alas I ne’er shall I need to be 
TroublssomB to the world, thus, as for tbee, 

For thee I talk to trees ; with silent groves 
Expostulate my woes and much-wrong’d loves. 
Hills and relentless rocks, or if there be 
Things that in hardness more allude to thee; 

To these 1 talk in tears, and tell my pain. 

And answer, too, for them in tears again. 

How oft have 1 wept out the weary sun ! 

My wat’ry hour-glass hath old time outrun. 

0, 1 am Icarni^ grown, poor love and 1 
Have studied over all astrology. 

I’m perfect in heav’n’s state, with every star 
My skilftil grief is grown familiar. 

Kise, fairest of those fires, wbate’er thou be 
Whose rosy beam shall point my sun to me ; 
Such os the sacred light that erst did bring 
The eastern princes to their infant King. 

D rise, pure lamp I and lend thy golden ray 
That weary love at lost may find his way. 
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THE THIRD ELEGY. 

ICHj churlish land I that hid^st so lun^ in thi3e, 
My treasures, rich, alas ! by robbing me. 
Needs must my miseries owe that man a spite 
Whoe’er he be was the first wand’ring knight. 

0, had he ne’er been at that cruel cost 
Nature’s virginity had ne’er been lost. 

Seas had not been rebuked by sauuy dots, 

But loin lock’d up safe in their sacred shores; 

Men had not spum’d at mountains, nor made wars 
Withrocks; nor boldhands stmek theworld’sstrongbars ; 
Nor lost in too large bounds, our little Rome 
Full sweetly with itself hod dwelt at home. 

My poor Alexis then in peaceful life 

Had under some low roof loved his plain wife ; 

But now, ah me ! from where he has no foes 
He flies, and into wilful exile goes. 

Cruel, return ; or tell the reason why 
Thy dearest parents have deserved to die ; 

And 1, what is my crime I cannot tell, 

Unless it be a crime t’ have loved too well. 

If heats of holier love and high desire 
Make big thy fair breast with immortal fire, 

What needs my virgin lord fly thus from me, 

"Who only wish his virgin wife to be ? 

Witness, chaste heav’ns I no happier vows 1 know 
Than to a virgin grave untouch’d to go. 
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Lovo’ 3 truBst knot bj VenuB b not tied, 

Nor do embraces only make a bride. 

The queen of angels, and men chaste as you, 

Was maiden wife, and maiden mother too. 

Cecilia, glory of her name and blood. 

With happy gain her maiden vows made good. 

The lusty bridegroom made approach : young man. 
Take heed, said she, take heed, Valerian ! 

My bosom’s guard, a spirit great and strong. 

Stands armed to shield me from all wanton wrong. 

My charity is sacred, and my sleep 
Wakeful, her dear ydws undcfiled to keep.. 

Fallas bears arms, forsooth, and should there be 
No fortress built for true virginity 7 
No gaping gorgon this, none, like the rest 
Of your learned lies ; here you’ll find no such jest. 
I’m yours ; 0, were my Ood, my Christ so too, 

I’d know no name of love on earth but you. 

He yields, and straight baptized, obtains the grace 
To gaze on the fair soldier’s glorious face. 

Both mix’d at lost their blood in ono rich bed 
Of rosy martyrdom twice marri^. 

0, bum our Hymen bright in such high flame ; 

Thy torch, terrestrial love, have here no name. 

How sweet the mutual yoke of man and wife, 

When holy fires maintain love’s heav’nly life ! 

But I, BO help me, Heav’n, my hopes to see. 

When thousands sought my love, loved none but thee. 
Still as their vain tears’ my firm vows did try, 

Alexis, he alone is mine, said 1 ; 

Half true, alas 1 half falsa proves that poor line, 
Alexia is alone, but is not mine. 
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DESCRIPTION OF A RELI&IDUS HOUSE 
AND CONDITION OF LIFE. 

Out of Barclay. 

O TDofs of gold o’cT riotous taUos shining^ 
Whole days and sans deyourcd with endless 
dining ; 

No sails of Tyrian silk proud poYements sweeping ; 
Nor ivory eouchcs costlier slumbers keeping; 

Falss lights of flaring gem ; tumultuous joys ; 

Halls full of flattering men and frisking boys ; 
Whatever false shows of short and slippery good 
Mil the mad sons of men in mutual blood. 

But walks and unshorn woods, and souls just so 
Unforced and genuine, but not shady though; 

Our lodgings hard and homely as our fare. 

That chaste and cheap as the few clothes we wear. 
Those course and negligent, as the natural locks 
Of these loose groves, rough as th’ unpolish’d rocks. 

A hasty portion of prescribe sleep ; 

Obedient slumbers that can woke and weep, 

And sing, and sigh, and woik, and sleep again ; 

Still rolling a round sphere of still-retuming pain ; 
Hands full of hearty labours do much that more thoj 
may, 

And work for work, not wages ; let to-morroVi 
New drops wash off the sweat of this day’s sonuws ; 
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A lung and daily- dying lifc^ which breathes 
A respiration uf reviying deaths. 

But neither are there those ignoble stings 
That nip the hosom of the world’s best things, 

And lash earth-labouring souls ; 

No cruel guard of diligent cores, that keep 
Crown’d woes awake, as things too wise fur sleep : 

But reverend discipline, and religious fear, 

And soft obedience, find sweet hiding here; 

Silence and sacred rest, peace and pure joys, 

Kind loves keep house, lie close, and make no noise. 
And room enough for monarchs, while none swells 
Beyond the kingdoms of contentful cells. 

The self-rcmemb’ring soul sweetly recovers 

Her kindred with the stars ; not basely hovers 

Below ; bub meditates her immortal way 

Homo to th’ original source of light and intellectual day. 
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BULLA. 



UTDtibivaDa buds offcrtiUBabulla timores? 
LJuii focit 0(1 vcstnim pondus inane 
meum? 

Expcctal; uDstros bumeroa toga fortior ; 


ista 

En mea bulla, lores cn tua dextera mihi. 


^uid tu ? qusD nova mochina, 
Quoe tom fortuito globu 
In vitam properos brevem ? 
Qualls yirgineoa adhuo 
Cjpris concutiens sinus, 
Cypria jam nova, jam recens, 
Et spumia media in auia, 
Fromait purpurcum lotus; 
Concha de patria micas, 
Fulchroque oxsilis impetu ; 
Statim et millibus ebrio 
Ducens terga cDloribus 
Evolvis tumid Da sinus 
Sphiero plena VDlubili. 
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Dujua per varium latus^ 

Cujua per teretcm globum 
Iris lubrica cursitana 
Centum per apeciea yagaa, 

Et picti facica cbori 
Dircum regnat, et uniliijue, 

Et ae Diva volatilia 
JuDundo levia impetu 
Et vertigine perfida 
Lasciya aei^uitur fuga 
Et pulchre dubitat \ fluit 
Tam fallax totiea novia. 

Tot so per reduces yias, 
Erroresque reciprocos 
Spargit yena coloribus \ 

Et pompa natat ebria. 

Tali militia mi cans 
Agmen se rude dividit ; 

Campia quippe yolantibua^ 

Et campi levia lequore 
Urdo insanua obambulana 
Passim se fugit, et fugat. 
Passim perdit, et inyenit. 
Pulcbrum spargitur bic Chaos. 
Hie yiva, bic yaga flumina 
Bipa non propria meant, 

Sed miscent aociaa yias, 
Communique sub alveo 
Stipant ielicias suas. 

Quanun prommitas yaga 
Tam discrimine lubricD, 
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Tam Bubtilibus arguit 
Jimcturam tcnuem notis, 
Fompa ut florida niillibi 
Sine eras habeat yiaa ; 

Nbc vultu nitent suo, 

Sed dulcis cumulus udvds 
Mia cons purpureus sinus 
Flagrant divitiia suis, 
Friyatum renuena jubar. 

FI oris diluvio vagi, 

Floris sidere publico 
Lato Ycr subit aurcum, 
Atque effunditur in bus 
Vires undiijue copiie. 

Nempe umnis quia cornibur, 
NuUua cemitur hie color, 

Et vicinia contumas 
Allidit species yogas, 
lllic contiguis aquis 
Marcent pollidulie faces. 
Unde hie vena tcncllulee, 
Flammia ebria proximis 
Disci t purpureas vios, 

Et rubro salit Eilveii. 

Datri sanguineum jubar 
Lambunt lactea fiumina ; 
Suaau ceerulei maria 
Mansuescit seges aurea ; 

Et lucis fociles genoe 
Yanas od nebulas stupent; 
Subque ayia nibicundulia 
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Flagrant sobria lilia. 

Vicinis rosis 
Vicinffi invigilant niveBi 
Ut Bint et nivea ross, 

Ut sint et roasB nives ; 
Accenduiitque roBte nives, 
Extinguuntque nivea rosas. 
lUic cum viridi rubet. 

Hie ct cum rutile viret 
Lascivi facies cbori. 

Et quicquid rota lubrica 
Caudffi stelligers notat, 
Fulebrum pergit et in ambitum. 
Hie cmli implicitus labor, 

Orbea orbibua ubvii; 

Hie grex velleris aurei 
drex pellucidus Getheris; 

Qui noctis nigra pascua 
Puris morsibus atteiit ; 

Hie quicquid nitidum et vagum 
Uffili vibrat arenula 
Dulei pingitur in jocD. 

Hie mundua tener impedit 
Seau amplexibua in auia. 
Sucemetique ainu globi 
Errat per proprium decua. 

Hie nictant aubite faces, 

Et ludunt tremulum diem. 

Mdx Be Burripiunt aui et 
Quserunt tecta aupercili ; 

Atque abiunt petulans jubor, 
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Subsi dunt iju b prot erviter. 
AtijUB hsu DDiniB, ijuam brsvia 
Sunt mendacia machine I 
Cummt Belli Det omnia 
Sphscra^ non vitrea quidom, 
Ut quondam Siculus globus, 
Sed vitro nitida magis, 

Sed vitro fragili magis, 

Et vitro vitrea magis. 

Sum venti ingenium breve 
Flos sum, sciHuet, aeris ; 

Sidus scilicet sequoris; 
Naturuu jocus aureus, 

Naturs vaga fabula, 

Naturie breve s omnium. 
Kugarum deeus et dolor; 
Dulcis, doctaque vanitas. 
Aurre filia perfidse ; 

Et risus facilis parens. 
Tantum gutta superbior, 
Fortunatius et lutum. 

Sum fluxBe pretium spei ; 

Una ex Hesperidum insulis. 
Formas pjxis, amantium 
Glare csecus ocellulus; 

Vanse et cor leve glorue. 

Sum csecfB speculum Den, 
Sum Fortunie ego tesserii, 
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Quam dat militibus suis ; 

Sum Fortune ego Bjmbolum, 

Qua sancit iragilcm fidem 
Cum mortalibua ebriis 
Obsignatque tabuUulas. 

Sum blondum, petulans^ vagum^ 

Pulchrum^ purpureum, et dBCcna, 

Dumptum, floridulum, et reccns, 

Distinctum nivibuB, rDsis, 

UndiSj ignibuB; aerc^ 

Fictum, gtiumiBum^ ct aureum, 

O Bum, scilicet, □ nihil. 

Si piget, et longam traxisse in Uedia pompam 
Vivax, ct nimium Bulla yidetur anus ; 

Tolls tuos uculos, pcnsum hvQ dcsinct, illam 
Farca motet facili non opcrosa manu. 

Vixit adhuu. Ourvixit? adhuc tu nempe Icgebas ; 
Temps fiiit tempus turn potuisse mori. 


THESAURUS MALDRUM FEEMINA. 



IjUIS dsuB, 0 quia erat qui te, mala focmina, 
finxit? 

Froh I crimsn superum, noxa pudenda 
deum I 

Qum divum manua eat adeo non iextera mundo ? 

In nostras cladea ingcuioBa manua I 



POEMATA LATINA, 


223 


Parcite; peccavi : nee enim pia numina possunt 
Tam crudele scmel vcl voluissB nefaa. 

Vestrum opus eat pietas ; opus eat coDCordia vestnim: 

Vos G^uidem tales baud rear artifices. 

IIgus iiifema cohora ! foetus coguoscitc vestrus. 

^um pudet banc vestrum vincere posse scelua ? 
Plaudite Tartarei proceres^ Erebi^ue potentes, 

(Noe mirum cst tantum vos potuisse malum^) 

Jam vestras laudato manus. Si forte tacetis, 
Artificum laudes grande loquetur opus. 

C^uam bene vos omneaspeculo contemplor in isto? 

Pictas in an^tum cogitur omne malum. 

Quin dormi Pluto. Eabidos compesce sorores, 

Jam non poacit opem nostra ruina tuam. 

Hmc satis in nostros fabiicata est machina muros, 
Mortolua flirias Tartara nostra iabunt. 


IN APDLLINEA DEPEREUNTEM DAPHNEN. 

'E Cupido, 
tua flamma parat 7 
a sole sub ipso 
Accensie percunt faces ? 

Sel fax nostra potentior istis, 

Flammaa inflammare potest, ipsa uritur ignis, 
Ecce flammarum potena 
Majors sub flamma gemit. 

Ebeu I quid boo est? Eti Apollo 
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Lyra tacente (ni sonet dolores) 

Uoma jacente squallet Ectemus decor 
Ores, en ! domins quo placeat magis, 

Languid 0 tardum jubar igne promit. 

Pallente vultu tcrritat sethera. 

Mundi Dculus lacrymis seneseit, 

Et solvit pclago debitai quodque hauserat ignibus, 
His lacrymis rependit. 

Noctis adventu properans se latcbria recondite 
Et opacas tenebrarum colit umbras^ 

Namque suos odit damnans radios, nocensque lumen. 
An lateat tsnebris dubitat, an educat diem, 

Hinc Buodet hoc luctus furens, inde repugnat amor. 


^NEAS PATRIS SUI BAJULUS, 

CENIA Trojee — ^Hostis et ignis 
Hostis inter et ignes — iEneas spolium pium 
Atque humeris vcnerabile pondus 
Excipit, et ssevs nunc o nunc parcite flamms, 

Parcite baud (clamat) mihi ; 

Saerre favete Barcinue, 

Quod bI negatis, nec licebit 
Vitam juvarc, sed juvabo funus ; 

Bogusque fiam patris ac bustum mei. 

Hjb dictis acies pervolat hostium 
Qeatit, et partis reluti trophsis 
Dacit triumphoB. Nm furor hostium 
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Jam stupet ct piutatc tanta 
Victor vincitur ; imu et moritur 
Troja libcnter funcribusquc gaudct, 

Ac faces admittit orans, nc latcat tenebras 
Per opacas opus ingens pietatis. 

Debita sic patri solvis tua, sic pari rependis 
Officio. Dedcrat vitam tibi, tu reddis huic, 
Felix! parentis qui pater diccris esse tui. 


IN PI&MALIDNA. 

CENITET artis 
Pigmaliona sua3, 

Quod felix opus esset 
Infelix erat artifex. 

Sentit vidiiera, ncc videt ictum. 

Quis credit? gclido veniunt de marmore flamms. 
Marmor ingratum nimis 
Inccndit auturem suum. 

Concepit hie van os furores ; 

Opus suum miratur atquc adorat. 

Prius creavit, ccce nunc colit nianus, 

Tentantes digit os molliter applicat ; 

Decipib mollcs caro dura tactus. 

An virgo vera est^ an sit ebumea ; 

Eeddat an oscula qus dabantiir 

Nescit. Sed dubitat, sed metuit, munere supplicat, 

Blanditiosque miscct. 

Te, miser, pmnas dare vult, hos Venus, hos triumphoa 
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Dapit a te, ijudiI amorem fugis omneni. 

Cur fugis heu vivos ? mortua te necat puella, 
Non erit innocua heec, quamvis tua fingas manu, 
Ipsa heu nocons erit nimis, oujus imago noost. 


ARIDN. 

QUAMMEA vivffi 
Lubrica terga ratis 
Jam oonscondet Ariun. 

Merces tarn nova solvitur 

Navis quam nova scanditur. Ilia 

Aerea est merces^ hmc ost et aquatica navis. 

Perdiderc ilium viri 

Mercede magna, servat hie 

Mercedc nulla piscis : ot sio 

Salute plus ruina constat illi ; 

Min oris et sen'^atur bine quam perditur. 

Hie dum findit aquas, findit hie aera : 

Uursibus^ piscis ; digitis, Arion : 

Et sternit undos, stemit et aero : 

Corminis hoc placido Tridente 

Abjurat Bua jam murmura, ventusque modestior 

Auribus ora mutat : 

Ora dcdiscit, minimos et metuit susuiros. 

(Sonus alter restate ut fit Bonus illis) 

Aura strepens circum muta sit later! odjocente peuna, 
Ambit et ora viri, nec vela ventis hie egent ; 

Attendit hone ventus ratem: non trahit^ at trohitur. 
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PHENICIS GENETHLIACON ET EPICEDION. 

HCENIX alumna mortis, 

Quam mira tua puorpBra [ 

Tu Bcandia hand nidos, aed igues. 
Non parcre aed perire cou parata : 

Mora obstotrix ; ati]uo ipsa tu teipaum paria. 

Tu tuiquB mater ipsa ea, 

Tu tuiijue fill a. 

Tu sic odora messis 
Surgia tuorum funerum ; 

Tibique per tuam ruinam 
Eeparata, tc auc cedis ipau. Mors 5 
Fflocunda 1 Sunota o lucra pretioss nBcis ! 

Vive (monatrum dulce) vive 
Tu tibique suffice. 



EPITAPHIUM. 

UISQUIS nectarco aerenua eevo, 
Et ape lucidua aureee juvent^e 
Neacia purpureos abire soles, 
Neaeia vincula, ferreamque noctem 
Imi carceris, horridumque Ditem, 

Et spectoB tremulum procul senoctam, 

Hinc disBoa lacrymas, et hinc reponna. 

Hie, D scilicet hie brevi aub antro 




228 


POEMATA LATINA. 


Spcs et gaudia millc, millc longam 
(Hqu longam miscris) inducri: DDctcm. 
Flammantem iiitida 3 faccm juvcnttc, 
Submcrsit Stygioe paludis unda. 

Ergo Bi lacrymaa negcs doluria 
Hud Bcrto lacrymas f^rca timoris. 


DAMNO AFFIDI S^PE FIT LUCRUM. 

AMNA adsunt multis taciti compendia lucri 
Felicii^ue duDsnt plus propcrai'D mDia, 
Luxuriem annorum posita sic pellc redcmit 
Atque Bagax serpens in nova saecla subit. 

Ccinis ut ipsa sibi replicate suppetat dcvo^ 

Sequo iterct, multa merte perunnis avis. 

SuDCi’DScat generosa sibi, facilcsque per ignes 
Perque auos cineres, per sua fata ferax. 
ljufje sulers jactura sui ? quis funeris u.sus ? 

Flanimarumque tides, ingeniumquc rogi? 

SiDcinc fraude subis ? pretiasaque fuiicra ludis? 

Si e cine tu mortem, ne moriaris, adis? 

Felix cui mcdicie tanta experientia mortis, 

Cui tarn Parcarum cat officiosa manus. 
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IIUMANJE VITiE DESCRIPTIO. 

VITA, taiitum lubricus quiiam furor 
SpoliumquB vitro ! scilicet longi brevis 
Erroris liospes ! Error 5 mortalium ! 
0 certus error ! qiii sub incerto vagum 
SiispBiidit rovum, mille per dolos viro 
Fugacis, et proterva per voluniina 
Fluidi laboris, cbrios lactat gradus ; 

Et irrctitoa ducit in nibilum dies. 

0 fata ! quantum peididro vitro fugit 
Umbris quod iniputemus atque auris, ibi 
Et umbra et aura scrios partes agunt 
Misccntque scenam, volvimur ludibrio 
Frocacia roatus, ut per incertuin more 
Fragilia protcrvo eyniba cum nutat freto. 

Et ipsa vitro, fila, queis nentca Dero 
iEvi scvera texta producunt manu, 

Heec ipsa nobis implieant vestigia 
Bctraliunt trahuntque donee everso gradu 
Ruina laasoa ulta deducat pedes. 

Felix, fugacoa quisquis excipiena diea 
UresBus serenos iixit, insidiis sui 
Nee servit rovi, vita inoffenais huic 
Feretur auida, atque elauda rorius 
Titubabit bora : vortices onni vagi 
Hie extricabit^ sanus ossertor sui. 
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TRANQUILLITAS ANIMI, SIMILITUDINE 
DUCTA AB AVE CAPTIVA ET 
CANORA TAMEN. 

T[niiD delicios leres^ loquacem 
(^llonviyam nemoris, VBgamque musam 
Obscrvana dubia viator arte 
Frendit desup er : horridusve runs 
Everaor, male perfido paratu 
[Heu duru3 !) rapit, atpe lo triumphana 
Vadit; protinus et sa^ce nisu 
Evolyens dittos, opus tenellum 
Du[en5 pollice lenis erudito, 

Vir^anim implicat ordinem seyerum, 

Augustam meditana domum yolucri. 

111a auteni; hospitium licet vestustum 
Mentcm solieitet minis minis quo, 

Et suetum nemus, hinc opaca mitis 
Umbne fngoni, et hinc aprica puri 
Solis ^gura, patrisque sylvs 
Nunquam muta quies ; ubi ilia dudum 
Totum per nemus, arborem per omnem, 

Hospes libera liberis querelis 
Cognatum bene provocabit agmen : 

Quanquam ipaum nemua^ arboresque alunmam 
Implorant profiigam, atque amata multum 
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QuEGrant murmura, lubricumijUD carmen 
Blandi ^tturis ct melcB serenum. 
nia autem^ tamen, ilia jam relicts 
[Simplex !) baud meminit damus, ncc ultra. 
Sylvas cogitat ; at brevi sub antra, 

All penua nimium brevis recisa, 

All ritu vidua, sibiijue sala, 

Frivata heu fidicen ! canit, vagoqua 
Exercens querulam damum susurro 
Fallit vincula, carcercmque mulcet; 

Nee pugnans placidie proeax quicti 
Luctatur gravis, orbe sed reducto 
Discursu vaga sal titans tcncllo, 

Metitur spatia invids cavernee. 

Sic in se pin mens repasta, secum 
Alte tuta sedet, nec ardet extra, 

Aut uUo salet eestuore fata; 

[juamvis cuncta tumultuentur, atrs 
Sartis turbine non mavetur ilia. 

Fortunec furios onusque triste 
Non terga minus accipit quicto, 

Quom Ycctrix V eneris calumba blonda 
Admittat juga dclicata calla. 

TorvEC si quid inliamiit proceUee, 

Si quid ssviat ct minetur, ilia 
Speniit, nescit, et abviis fiirorem 
Fallit blanditiis, omatquo at ambit 
Ipsum, quo mole vulneratur, ictum. 

Curas murmure nan fatetur uUo ; 

Nan lambit lacrymoa dolar, nec atrs 
Mentis nubila frons ini qua prodit. 



PDEMATA LATINA. 


^UD(] si lacryma pervicax rebclli 
Emmpit tamen eyolatquB gutta^ 
Invitia lacrjmis, negante luctu, 
Luiunt perspicui per ora risus. 
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CUSTDDIAM CCELESTEM 

P. 

UUS est et florum ihictus ; quibuB frui- 
mur^ si non ntilius, dclicatius corte. Ncque 
etiam rarum est quod ad spem veiis, da 
Be per flores suob quasi poUicentis, odul- 
tioris anni, ipsiusque adeo Autumni exigamus fidem. 
Ignosuos igibur (vir colmidissimc) properanti sub ora 
ApoUinis sui, primEeque odolescentiee lasoivia exultante 
Musze. Teneree eetatia flores adfert, nun fructus scros: 
quDB quidem exigere ad seram illam et Bobriam matuii- 
tatem, quam in fructibus expectamus merito, durum 
tiierit ; forsan et ipsa hac precoci importunitate Bua 
placituros magis : Tibi prssertim quern paternus animuA 
[quod fieri Bolet) intentum tenet omni bugb Bpei diluculo, 
quo tibi do tuorum indole promittas aliquid. Ex more 
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Qtiam cDrunij qiii in preemium laboris Bui pretiumquQ 
patientiffi festini, ex iis quae aeverunt ipsi et Bxcaluerunt, 
quicquiieBt floaculi prominulum, prima quasi vcrecundia 
auras et apertum Jovem expericntis arripiunt avidi, 
BaporemquB iUi non tarn ex ipsius indole et ingonie 
quam ex animi sui affeutii, fuventis in eo euros suaa ct 
spea, affingunt. Patere igitur (reverende custos) hanc 
tibi ex iatiuamodi floribus corellam neuti; convivalem 
vero : ncc aliter possuram sidus illud oris tui niispiL'a- 
tissimum, nisi (qua est etlam amoenitate) remissiorc radio 
cum SB reclinat, et in tantum dc sb demit. Neque sane 
hoc seriptionia gencre (modo partes siias satis preestitcrit) 
quid esse potuit utio TheolDgico aicommodatius, quo 
nimirum res ipsa Theolugica Foetica amoenitatc delinita 
majestatem suam venustate commciidat. Hoc demum 
quicquid est^ amorc tamen poteris^ et voles, scio: non 
ut magnum quid, non ut egregium, non ut te dignum 
denique, sed ut tuum : tuum summo jure, utpote quo e 
tua gleba, per tuum radium, in manum denique tuam 
evDcatumfucrit. Quod restat hujus lib elli fatis, exoran due 
es igitur [vir speetatissime) ut quern sinu turn facili pri- 
vatum excepisti, eumjam oremagis publico alloqucntcm 
te non aspemeris. Stes illi in limine, non auspicium 
modo Buum, sed et argumentum. Enimv ero Epigramma 
sacrum tuus ille vultus vel est, vel quid sit docet ; ubi 
nimirum amabili diluitur severum, et sanctum suavi 
demulcetur. Fronum me vides in negatam mihi pro- 
vinciom; laudum tuurum, intelligo: quas mihi cum 
modestia tua abstulerit, reliquum mihi est necBSsario ut 
sim brevis : imo vero longus uimium ; utpote cui argu- 
mentum istud abscissum fuerit, in quo unice poteram, ct 
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sine treli®, prolixus esse. Vale, virDrum Dmatissime, 
neque deJigneris ijuoJ colere auileam Genii tui serenita- 
tem supplex tain tenuis, et (i^uoniam numen quoijue h[>e 
dc ac non negat) amarc ctiam. Interim vero daveniam 
Musa} in tantiim aibi non temperanti; quin in hanc 
saltern laudis tun3 partem, qiiee tibi ex rebus socris apud 
noa ornatis meritisaiina est, istiusmodi carmine involarc 
auaa sit, qiialicunquc, 

Salve, almc custos Picrii gregis ; 

Per quern enulitu exlialat in otio ; 

Sen frigus udi captet antri, 

Sivc Jovem nitidoaque aolea. 

Non ipai cuatua pulchrior inviiis 

Egit sub umbras ililmonioa gregea ; 

Non ipse Apollo notus illia 
Lege auiB meliorc cann®. 

Tu, si screno dea oeiilo frui. 

Sunt rura nobis, aunt juga, sunt aquie. 

Sunt plectra ilulcium aororum ; 

(Non alio raihi nota PLoebo) 

Te dantc, castos composuit sinus ; 

To daiite, mores sumpsit; ctin suo 
Vidciida vultu, pulveremque 
Rcligio eineremque ncscit. 

Stat cincta digna iix»nde decens caput : 

Suosque per te fasaa palam Deos, 
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Comisque, Diva^ vestibusqus 
Ingenium dedit ordinemquB. 

JamquB ecce nobia amplior es modo 
Majorque csmi. Quale jubar tremit 
Sub OB ! verecundusquQ quanta 
Mule Bui Genius laborat 1 

Jam qui sercnas it tibi per genas, 

Majorc ccelo sidus liabct suum; 

Majorquc dr cum cuspidate 
Ora comia tua flus dici. 

Stat causa. Ncmpe banc ipse Dens, Deus, 
Hanc ara; per tc pulchra, diem tibi 
Tuam refun dit, obviuque 
It radio tibi se colenti. 

Ecce, Dcce ! sacro in limine, dum pio 
Multumque prono poplite amas humum, 
Altaria annuunt ab alto ; 

Et refluis tibi plaudit alls. 

Pulchro incalescens officio, puer 
Quicunque crispo sidere erinium, 

Vultuque non fatente teiram, 

Currit ibi roseus satclles. 

Et jure. Nam cum fana tot inviis 
M [Brent minis, ipsaque [ceu prcces, 

Manus que, non decora supplex, 

Tendat) opem rogat, beu negatam ! 
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Tibi ipsa VDti est ora sui rea. 

Et solvet. 0 [j^uam semper apud Deum 
Litabia ilium, cujus arm 
Ipse precea prius audiisti ! 


VENERABILI VIRO MAGISTRO TOURNAY, 
TUTORI SUO SUMME OBSERVANDD. 

ESSIS inauravit Cereri jam quarta capillos, 
Vitia habct Bacchum quarta cDrona sum, 
N oatra ex quo, primis plumm vix alba pniiuis, 
Ausa tuo Musa eat nidificarc sinu. 

Hie nemus, hie soles, et cmlum mitius illi : 

Hie aua quod Musis umbra vel aura dedit. 

Sedit ibi sccura malus quid moverit Auster, 

(Juic gravis hyberiium vixerit ala Jovem. 

Neseio quo interea multum tibi murmuie nota est : 

Nempo Bed hoe poteras murmur amare tamen. 
Tandem eeee [heu simili do prole puerpera) tandem 
Hoc tciiero teucra est pignorc faeta parens. 

Jamque meam hanc sobolem (rogo) quis sinus alter 
liaberct? 

Quis mihi tom noti nempe teporis erat ? 

8ed quoquB et ipsa meus (de te) meus, improba, tutor 
(Quam piimum potuit dieorc) dixit, erit. 

Has ego legitimm, nee Imvo sidere natm 
Non puto degeneres indolis esse notos ; 

Nempe quod ilia suo patri tom semper apertos, 
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Tam semper facilea ii5rit adire sinus. 

Ergo tuam tibi aumc ; tuos cat ilia sub alas : 

Hoc ^iiDi][ue de nuatro, quod tuearis^ babe. 
Sie quffi Suada tuo funtem aibi fecit in ore, 
Sancto et secure melle pereiinis eat. 

Sic tua, sic nulloa Siren non mulceat aures^ 
Aula cui pliiuHua ct sua scrta dedit. 

Sic tuua illc (precor) Tagus aut eat obice nullo, 
Aut omiii (quod adliuc) obicc major est. 


□RNATISSIMD VIRO PRjECEPTDRI SUD 
CDLENDISSIMO, MA BISTRO BRDDK. 

MIHI quinunquam nomcnnun dulcc fuisti 
Tunc quuque cum dumini ironte timciidus 
eras ! 

Die ego pars vcstri quondam intactissima regno, 

De nullo virga; nota labore turn, 

Do Ubi quod dc te per secula loiiga qucretur 
Quod dc me iiimium non mctuendas eras : 

Quod tibi turpis ego torpentis inertia sceptri 
Tam ferula; tulerim mitia jura tu®. 

Scilicet in foliis quicquid pcccabitur istia. 

Quod tua yii'ga atatim vapulct, illud crit. 

Ergo tibi heec pocnaa pro me mea pagina pendat. 

Ilic agitur virgin rea tibi multa turn. 

In me igitur quicquid nhnis ilia pepercerit olim, 

Id licet in fifitu vindicet omne meo. 

Hie tuua inveniet aatia in quo siBviat unguis, 
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I^UDilquD veru docto trana obcliscua eat. 

Scilicet heec mea aunt; hiec qute mala acilicet: 5 si 
(Q,uj)e tua ncmpa forent) hie meliora forent ! 
Qualiacunque, auiim norunt hsec flumina funtem 
(Nilus ab i^oto fente auperbua eat) 

Nee eerto nihil eat qua quia ait origine. Fontea 
Eaae aolent fluvii nomen honorque aui. 

Hie quDque tarn parvus (do me mea aecula dicant) 
Non parvi aobolca hie quoque fontia erat. 

IIdc modo et ipae velia de me disisae, meorum 
IUq fuit minimus. Sod fuit ills meus,* 


IN PICTURAM REVERENDISSIMI EPISDDPI, 
D. ANDREWS. 



iEG charta monatrat^ foma quern monstrat 
magia, 

Sci et ipaa necdum foma quern monstrat 


satis, 

llle, ille totam solus implevit tubom, 
Tot ora solus domuit et famum quoque 
Fecit modeatam : mentia ignese pater 
Agilique radio lucis eetemeo vigil, 

Per olta rerum pondera indomito vagus 
Cucunit animo, quippe naturom ferox 
Exhausit ipsam mille foetus artibus, 


* Here follows, in the edition of 1 B34, the poem “ Lectori’^ 
which occurs at p. 259, pojtsa; but the inteirsnin? poems, 
with the single exception marked, are all added, in ^e order 
in which they occur, in the edition of 1 B7 D. 

R 



242 


PDEMATA LATINA, 


Et mills lin^ia ipac sb in gentcs procul 
Vonavit AiitquD toti simul 

Dognatua orbi, aiu aacmm et aolidum jubar 
SatummquB cdbId pectua ad patrioa libena 
Furrexit ignea : hac eiim, Lector, videa 
Hsec, ecBB, charta 0 utinam et audiios quoqus. 


VDTTVA DOIVIUS PETRENSIS PRD DDMO DEL 



|T magis in mundi votia, avium [jus qucrelia 
J am veniens aolet esac dica, ubi cuapide prima 
Polpitat, ct roseo lux preevia ludit ab ortu \ 
Cum nee absat Phmbua, nee Euia lastua babenia 
Totua adeat, yolucrumque procul yaga murmura mulcct : 


Noa iba ; quoa nuper rodiis afflavit honeatia 
Religioaa dies ; nostrique per atria cleH 
(Sacra domua nostrum eat cmlum) jam luce tenella 
Libat odbuc trepidse fax nondum firma diei : 

Nos ita jam exercet nimii impatientia voti, 

Speque aui propiore prcmit. 

Quia pectora tanti 

Tendit amor cGcpti ! desidorio quam longo 
Lentee apes inhiont ! domua o dulciasima rerum ! 
Plena Deo domua ! Afa, quia erit, quia (dicimus) ille 
(D bonus, 0 ingens msritis, o proximua ipai, 

Quern Yocat in aua dona, Deo !) quo vindice totaa 
Eicutiant tenebras hsc aancta crepuacula ? 
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^uando 

Quando erit, ut tenerec floa heu tcner dici, 

Qui vclut QX oricnte sud jam altaria circum 
Lofflbit, ct ambi^D Dobis procul annuit astro, 

Flenia so pondat foliis, et lampadc tota 
Lsetus [ut b medio cum sol micat aureus aie) 
Attonitam pcnctrare domum jam possit odulto. 

Sidere, nec dubio pia miEnia mulccnt ore ? 

Quando erit, ut convexa suo poque puluhra scrcnii 
Floreacant, roacoiiue tremant lai^ucaria riau? 

Quffi minium informis tanqiiam sibi conscia frontis 
Furpetuia jam so luatrant lachrymantia guttis. 

Quando erit, ut olaris meliori luce fonestria 
Flurima per vitreos vivat pia pagina vultus ? 

Quando erit, ut sacrum nobis colebrontibus hyumum 
□rganicos focili, et nunquam fallcnte susuiro 
Nobile murmur agat nervos ; pulmonis iniqui 
Fistula nec monitus faciat male-fida sinistros ? 

Denique, quicquid id cst, quod res hie sacra requirit, 
Fausta ilia, ct felix (sitquu 5 tua) d extra, suam cui 
Deboat hmc Aurora diem. Tibi supplicat ipsa, 

Ipsa tibi facit ora preees. Tu jam illius audi, 

Audiet ilia tuos. Dubium cst (modo porrige doxtrom,) 
Deo magis, an capias: audi tontum esse boatua, 

Et damnum hoc lucrare tibi. 

Scis ipse volucres 

Qu» rota volvit opes ; has ergo, hie fige perennis 
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Fundamenta domua Fetrensi in rape ; Buamquo 
Fortunie aic demB rotom. Scis ipse procacea 
Divitiaa quuq prona vagos yohat da per Euroa ; 
Divitiia age^ deme yolucribua das, 

Facque auua nostraa illia ait motua ad oras ; 
Bemigii ut tandem pcnnaa mdiDria adaptas, 

Se rapiant dominumque auum super aithera aecum. 

Felii D qui sic potuit bene providua uti 
Fortunee pennis et epum levitate suarum, 
Divitiisqae auis aquiloe aie addidit alas. 


IN C-ffiTERORUM OPERUM DIFFIDILI 
PARTURITIONE &EMITUS. 

FELIX nimis ilk, et nostree nobile nomen 
Inyidiee volucria I facili quasfunere aurgena 
Mater odora aui, nitidra nova fik juventee, 
Et featinatos peragit aibi fata per ignea. 

Ilk, baud natalis tot tardia menaibua boras 
Tam miaeria tenuata moris, adtu velut uno 
In nova seek rapit aeae, et caput omne decoras 
Explicat in irondes, roseoque repuUukt ortu. 
Oinnameoa aimul ilia rogos conacendeiit, onmem 
Lseta bibit Pbrnbum, et jam jam yictricibua alia 
Plaudit humum, eineresque buds. 

Heu I diapare fato 

Nob ferlmur ; seniorque auo sub 4pDlline phennix 
PetnoAB mater, dubiaa librata per auras 
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Fendet Eidhuc; qusritquB sinum in qua ponat insrtes 
Esuvias^ spoliisquB busd rcparata Bencctee 
Dre pari surgat, Bimilique per omnia vultu. 

At nunc heu nixu bccU molioris in ipso 
Deliquium patitur ! — 

At nunc heu lentBB lungo in molimino vitffi 
Interca moritur I Dubio Stunt mmnia vultu 
Parte sui pulchru, et iratrea in foodcra muroa 
Invitunt ihistra, nec respondentia s^xis 
Saxa Buia. Mo^rent opera intermissa, manusque 
Implorant. 

Succurre pim^ succurre parenti 
D quisquis piua es. Illi bucciutc parenti, 

(^uam aibi tot sanctso matrea habuore parentem. 
Quisquis es, 5 tibi, erode, tibi tot hiantia riiptis 
Mocnibus ora loqui ! Matrem tibi, erode verendam 
Muros tarn longo laceros senioquo situque 
Ccu oanos monstrurc sues. Succurre roganti. 

For tibi plena olim, per jam sibi sicca preeatur. 
Ubora, ne dcais senio. Sic longa juventus 
To foveat, querula3 nunquam ccBSura senocts. 


EFITAPHIUM IN &ULIELMUM HEREISIUM. 

ISTE te paulum, viator, ubi bngum sisti 
NocessB erit, hue nempe properare te scias 
quo cun quo prop eras. 

Moree pretium erit 

Et lochrjmffii 
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Si jacBre hie sciaa 
Ghilielmum 

Splendidffi HerrisiDmm familiie 
Splendurem maximum ; 

Quern cum tolem vixisse iuter^xeiia, 
Et vixisse tantum ; 

Discos licet 
In quantas spes pussit 
Assurgere mmtalitas^ 

Db quantis cadere. 



Infant em, Essexia 

Juvenem, Cantahrigia 


} 


vidit 


Sencm, oh infelix utraque 
Quod n [HI vidit. 

Qui 

CnUcgii Christi Alumnus 
Auls Fembrokiana; soeius. 
Utrique, ingens amons certamen fiiit^ 
Donee 

Dulcisa. lites elusit Deus, 
EmnqUB coelestis collegii, 

CujuB semper alumnus fiiit 
BDcium fecit; 

Qui et ipse collegium fiiit. 

In quo 

Musm dmnea et gratieB^ 

NuUibi magis sorores, 

Sub prssidQ religione. 

In tenacisaimum sodalidum coaluere. 
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' Oratoria 

Oratorem 

Foetica 

Foetam 

UtraquE 

Fhilosophum 

^ Uhristianum 

Dmnes 

■ Fide 

Mundum 

SpB 

Ccelum 

Chari tate 

Froximum 

Humilitate 

Scipsum 


1 “"‘ 


y Superavit. 


• Cujua 

Sub Ycma frontu SBnilis animus. 

Sub morum facilitate, SBVBritas virtutis ; 

Sub plurima indole, pauci anni ; 

Sub majore modestia, maxima indoles 
odeo Be oeculuerunt 
ut vltam ejuB 

Fulchram dixeris et pudicam disBimulationein : 
Imo vero et mortem, 

Ecce enim in ipso funcre 
Dissimulare sc possus est. 

Sub tantillo marmore tontum hospitem, 

Eo nimirum majore monumento 
[^UD minore tumulo. 

Eo ipso dio occubuit quo Eoclesia 
Anglicana ad yesperaa legit, 

Raptus est no malitia mutaret intelleetum ejus; 
Scilicet Id: Octobris, Anno S. 1631. 



248 


PDEMATA LATINA. 


IN EUNDEM. 

^|iV| 7IRTE mee locryms (nee GDim morur),'ite. Sed 

Tantum ne misGrro clauditc VDcis iter. 

0 liceat querulos verbis animare [blurcs ! 

Et saltern ah periit^ dicere, nostcr amor. 

Ecce negant tamen; ecce negant, lacrymLequD rebclles 
Fergunt indDmita pneuipitantquc via. 

VisiiB (o chare !) igitur tc nostra silentia dicont? 

Vis Beat ossiduo murmure mutus amor ? 

Flebit. Et uma suus semper bibet humida rores^ 

Et fidos semper semper babebit aquas. 

Intcrea, quieunque estis^ nc eredite mirum 
Si verre laerymee non didicere loqui.* 


NATALIS PRINDIPIS MARLE. 

RESCE, □ dulcibus imputanda divis, 
0 cresce, et prop era, puclla princeps, 
In matris pr opera venire partes. 

Et Bum par breve fulminum minorum, 
lUino Darolus, et J oeobus inde, 

In patiis faciles subire famom^ 

Ducent fata furunbus decoris ; 



* Not in tbs edition of 1570. 
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Vjum terror sacer, Anglicique magnum 
Murmui' nominis increpabit omncm 
Lato Bosporon, Ottomonicasque 
Non pictu quatiet trcmore Lunas ; 

To tunu altera nee timenda poci, 
Foscent pra^lia. Tu potens pudici 
Vibratrix oculi^ pios in hostes 
Late dulcia fata diasipabis. 

O cum flos tener illc, qui recenti 
Frcaaus aiders jam sub ora ludit, 

Dliin fortior omne cuapidatos 
Evolvct latus aureum per ignes ; 
Quique imbellia odliuc, oduUus olim ; 
Furia expatiabitur gen arum 
Carapia imperiosua Cupido ; 

D qiiam certa auperbiure penna 
Ibunt apicula, mellcsequo mortes, 
Exultantibus bine ct inde turmis, 
Quoquo jusacria^ impigre vulabunt ! 

D quot corda colcntium deorum 
Dd to vulncra delicata discent ! 

0 quot pGctora piincipum magistris 
Ficnt mcUo nogotium sogittis ! 

Nam qum non puteris per anna fern, 
[^ui matrix sinus atque utrumque sidus 
Magnorum patet officina omunim ? 
Hinc Bumos licet, □ pueUa piinceps, 
Quontacunquo opus eat tibi phoretra. 
Centum sume Cupidinea ab uno 
Matris lumine, Qratiasque centum, 
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Et centum VenereB : adhuc mimebuiit 
□entum mille Cupidines; manebunt 
Tercentum Yeneresque GrratiecquB 
Futd fonte Buperstites per svum. 


IN SENERISSIlkLE REGIN-ffi PARTUM 
HIEMALEM. 

. pner : quis nunc flores non prsbcat 
artua? 

mihi facili pollit-e RBrta, pusr. 

Quid tu neacio quos narras mihi ; stulte, Decsmbres 
Quid mihi cum nivibus ? da mihi Berta, puer. 

Nix? et hicms? ddu eat nostras quid talc per oras ; 

Non est: vel si sit, non tamen esse potest. 

Yer agitur : quscunque truccm dat larva Deoembrcm, 
Quid fera cun quo iremant frigora, ver agitur. 

Nonne vides quoli se polmite I’egia vitis 
Frodit, et in sacris qus sedet uva jugia ? 

Tam Isetis qus bruma solet ridere racemia ? 

Quas hiemia pingit purpura tanta genaa? 

0 Maria I O divum aoboles, genitrixque deorum 1 
Siccins nostra tuoa tempora ludua erunt ? 

Sicdne tu cum vere tuo nihil horrida brumm 
Sidera, nil madidoa sola morare notos ? 

SiccinB Bub media poterunt tua aurgere bruma, 

Atque Buas aolum lilia noase nirea 7 
Ergo Ycl inyitifi nivibuB, frendentibua AuBtris, 
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Nostra novis potcrunt regna turn ere rosia? 

0 bona turbatrix anni, qus limitc note 
Tempom Bub signis non sinis ire suis ! 

□ pia prsdatrix hiemis^ qiise tristia mundi 
Murmura tarn dulci aub ditione tcnes ! 

Forge prccor nostria vim pulchram forrc Caleniia 
Ferge prccor menses sic numerarc tuos. 

Fcrge intempestiva atque importuna viileri ; 

inque uteri titules sie rape cuncta tui. 

Sit nobis sit sxepe hiemca sic cemere nostras 
Exbfleredatas floribus ire tuis. 

Smpe sit has vcnios biemes Maiosque DecembreSi 
Has per to roacoa saipc viderc nivea. 

Altera gena varium per aidera computet annum^ 
Atque suoB ducaiit per vaga sign a dies. 

Nos dcceat nimiis tantiim peLiuitterc nirobis? 

Tempora tarn tetrieoa ferre Britanna vices? 
Quin nostiiim tibi nos omnem donabimus annum : 

lu partus omnem expende, Maria, tuos. 

Sit tuus illc uterus uoatri bonus arbiter anni : 

Tempus et in tituloa transeat omna tuos. 

Nam quo alia iniucret tarn dulcia nomina mensis ? 

Aut qua tarn posset coudidus ire toga ? 

Hone laurum Junua sibi vertice vellet utruque ; 

Hanc sibi vel tota Chloride Maius emet. 

Tota Buam, vere expulau, respublica florum 
Begin am cuperent te, aobolemve tuam. 

D bona sors anni, eum cuncti ex online menses 
Hie mihi Corolidcs, hie Muianus erit! 
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NATALIS DUCIS EBORACENSIS. 



vero jam tempus Brat tibi, maxima Mater, 
Dul[;ibus his Dculis accclcrarc dism : 
Tempus crat, no qua tibi bosia blanda 
va car Blit ; 

Saruina hb cuUu sit minus apta tuo. 

Scilicet ille tuus, timor ct spes ille auorum, 

Quo primum es fclix pignoro facta parens, 
lUe ferox iras jam nunc meditatur ct cnscs 
Jam patris mngis cat, jam magis ille suus. 

Indolis O stimulos ! yix dum ill! trausiit infans ; 

Jamquc sibi impatiens nrripit illc virum. 

Improbus ille suis adeo negat ire sub annis : 

Jam nondum puer est, major ct cst pucro. 

Si quis in auloiis pictas animatus in iras 
Stat leo, quem docta cuspide lusit acus, 

HostiB,iD! est; nequcBnimiUcDliumdignabiturhostem; 

Nempe decct tantos non minor ira manus. 

Tunc hasta gravis odversum furit ; hasta bocillum est ; 

Mox fabum vero vulnerc pectus hiat. 

Stat leo, ceu stupeat tali bene fixus ab hoste ; 

Ueu quid in his oculis vel timeat vel amet, 

Tam torvum, tom dulce micant: ncscire fatetur 
Mors no sub his oculis esset, an csset amor. 

Quippe iUic Mors cst. Bed qui bcnc possit amari ; 

Est et amor certe, sed metuendus amor : 

Talis amor, taJifl Mars cst ibi ccmcre ; qualia 
Seu pucr hio csset; sive vir iUe Dcus. 
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Hid tibi jam siiitus succedit in oscula fratiis, 
Ecs, cccc ! in luaus non oporosa tuos. 

Basin jam vcniant tua quant acun quo catcrva ; 

Jam quocunquc tuus murmurc ludat amur. 
En ! Tibi matcrios tciiora ct tractabilis liic cst : 

Hie od blanditios ost tibi cera satis. 

Salve infans, tot bosiolis, niollc argumentum, 
Matemis labiis dulcc negotiulum, 

0 salvo ! Nam to nato, pucr auro, natus 
Et Gorolo ct Marioc tertius cst duuJus. 


IN FACESM AUGUSTISSim REGIS A 
MDRBILLIS INTEGRAM. 

redi : vocat alma parens Academia : 
loster 

rodit, oro suo nostcr Apollo redit. 
Yiiltus adhuc suus, et vultii siia purpura tantum 
Vivit, ct admiAtos pergit am are nives. 

Tune ill as violarc gen as ? tune ilia profanis, 

Morbe ferox, tentos ire per ora notis ? 

Tu Phiubi faciem tentos, vanissime? Nostra 
Nee Fh[£bc maculns novit habere suos. 

Ipsa Bui vindex facies moibum indignatur ; 

Ipsa sedet rodiis 0 bene tuta suis : 

Quippe illie Beus cst, cnelumque ct sanctius ostnim; 

Quippe sub his totus ridet Apollo genis. 

Quod facie Bex tutus erat, quod emtera tactus : 

Hinc homincm Bex est fosBUs, et inde Deum. 
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AD CAROLUM PRIMUM, REX REDUX. 

LLE rcditj redit. Hoc populi bona murmura 
volvunt ; 

Publi cufl h D c, audio’ ? plausus od astra rcfert: 
Hoc omni sedct in vultu communo serenum ; 

Omnibus hinc uiia est luetitiso facies. 

Rex noster^ lux nostra redit ; redountis ad ora 
Anidct totia Anglia Iscta genis : 

Q,uisque buds dcuIds oculis accendit ab istia ; 

Atque novum sacro sumit ab ore diem. 

Forte roges tantu quoo digna pcricula plausu 
Evadat UoroluB; qum mala, quosvo metus : 

Anne perrerati mole fida volumina p'onti 
Ausa ilium terris pens negore suis : 

Hospitis on nimii rursus sibi conscia tcllus 
Yix bene speratum reddat Ibcra caput. 

Nil liorum ; nec enim male fida volumina ponti 
Aut Bocrum tellus vidit lb era caput. 

VeruB amor tamen hecc sibi falsa pcricula fingit : 

Fulsa pehc’la solct fingcrc verus amor, 

At Corolo qui falsa timet, nec vera timeret : 

Vera peric’la solet temnere verus amor, 
lUi falsa timens, sibi vera pericula temnena, 

Non Bolum est fidus, sed quoque fortis amor. 

Interea nosiri satis ills est causa triumphi : 

Et satisj ah 1 nostri causa doluris erat. 
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Dausa dDlDiia erat Carolus, sospes licet esset; 

Anglia quod saltern discere posset, abest. 

Et satis Bst nostri Carolus nunc causa triumphi ; 
Dicere quod saltern possumus, Ilia redit. 


AD PRINCIPEM NONDUM NATUM, REGINA 
GRAVIDA. 

AS CERE nunc ; D nunc ! quid cnim, pucr 
alms, moraris ? 

Nulla tibi dcdcrit dulcior bora diem. 
Ergoiie tot tardos, 0 lente ! morabere menses ? 

Rex redit, ipse veiii, ct die bone, gratus odes. 

Nam [juid ave nosti-um? quid nostri verba tiiumpbi? 

Vagitu melius dixeris ista tuo. 

At inaiieas tanien : et nubia nova causa triumphi : 

Sic demum fueris ; iiec nova causa tamen : 

Nam, quoties Carolo iiovus aut nova nascitur infans, 
Revera totics Carolus ipse redit. 

Reli^iia desidsrantur. 
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tlUjE SDRIPSIT GEAICA ET LATINA. 




LECTORI. 


lLVE. JamquB vale, Bnim quia 

pergerct ultra? 

Qua jocus et luaus non vocat^ ire voles ? 
Scilicet hie, Liector, cur noster habebcrc, 
non eat ; 

Dclitiia folio non faciente tuis. 

Nam nec Acidalios halat mihi pagina rofes ; 

Nostra CupiilineEe nec favet aura faei. 

Frustra hinc ills auis quiequam promiserit abi : 

Frustra hine ilia novo aperet abire ainu. 
nie b materna melius aibi tolia myrto ; 

Ilia jugis melius poacat ab Idaliis. 

Queerat ibi auua in quo cespite surgat Adonis, 

Qugs melior teneris patria ait violis. 

Illine totiuB Floree, veriaque, auique 
Donsilio, ills alas impleat, ilia ainus. 

Me men (casta tainen, ai ait nidia) herba coronet : 

Me mea (si rudis eat, sit mdia) herba juvat. 

Nulla meo Girccea tument tibi pocula versa : 

Dulcia, et in iiirias officioaa tuas. 

Nulla latet Lethe, quam fraus tibi florea libat, 
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Quam ro8a sub falsis dat male-fida genis. 

Nulla yerecundum mentitur mella venenum : 

Captat ab insidiis liiiea nulla suis. 

Et spleni, et jecori foliia bena parcitur istis. 

Ah ! male uum rebua staret utruim^uc mcis I 
Kara eat ijuse ridct ] nulla cat qutn pagina prurit : 

Nulla aalax, si quid norit habere aalia. 

Non nudee Venerea ; nee, ai jocua, udua habetur : 

Non nimium BEicchua nosier Apollo fuit. 

Nil cui quia putre ait detorquendus ueello ; 

Eat nihil obliquo quod velit ore legi. 

Hsec coram, atque oculia legeret Luerebia juatia : 

Iret et illsesia hinc pudor ipac genia. 

Nam neque candidior Yoti venit aura pudici 
De matutina virgins Lhura ferens ; 

Cum veatis nive vincta ainua, nive tempora fulgena, 
Dana nive flammeolia irigida jura cumis, 
Keligioaa pedum sensim vestigia librana, 

Ante aroB tandem conatitit ; et tremuit. 

Nee gravis ipsa auo sub numine costior halat 
Qus pia non pui-oa aummovet ara manus, 

Tam Venus in nostro non eat nimia aurea versu : 

Tam non aunt pueri tela timenda Dei. 

Seepe puer dubiaa eircum me moverat alas; 

Jeoit et incertus noatra aub ora faces. 

Ssepe vel ipse sua calamum mihi blandus ab ala, 
Vel matria cjgno de meliore dedit. 

Ssepe Dionseffi poctua mihi serta coronfio ; 

Ssepe, mens vatea tu, mihi dixit, eris. 

I procul, I cum matre tua, puer improbe, dixi : ' 
Non tibi cum numeris res erit ulla msis. 
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Tu VeronDDsi cum pEissere pulchrior ibis : 

Bilbilicisve quDQS comptius esse mudis. 

Ills tuDB iingit quocunque sub agmiuB urinBS: 

Unilique ncquitiia par erit ille tuis. 

111b nimis (dixi) patet in tua prcBlia campus : 

Hbu nimis Bst vatcs ct nimis ills tuus. 

[jleba ilia |ab ! tua quam tamen urit adulbera mcsais) 
Esset IdumecD germine quanta parens ! 

Quautus ibi ct quants prcmcret puer ubcra matris ! 

Nec cdcIds viiltu dissimulante suds. 

Ejus iu isto uculi satis cssent sidcra vsrsu; 

Sidereo matris quam bene tuta sinu ! 

Matris ut hie similes in collum mitteret ulnas^ 

Inque sinus niveos pergei'ct, ore pari ! 

UtquG genis pueri hsu squis darct oscula labris ! 

Et bene cDgnatia iret in ora rosis ! 

Qus Maris tarn larga meati quam disccret illic 
Uvida sub pretio gemma tumere sud ! 

Staret ibi ante suum lacrjmatrix Diva Magistrum : 

Seu levis aura volet, seu graves unda eadat ; 
Luminis hsc soboles, et proles pyxidis ilia, 

Fulchrius unda codat, suavius aura volet. 

Quicquid in his sordet demum, luceret in illis, 
Improbe, nec satis est hunc tamen esse tuum? 
Improbe code puer : quid enim mea carmina mulccs ? 

Uarmina de jaculis muta futura tuis. 

Cede puer, qua te petulantis frsna puellee ; 

Turpia qus revocant pensa procacis hers ; 

Qua miseri male pulchra nitent mendacia limi ; 

Qua cenissatffi, furta decora, gens ; 

Qua mirere rosos^ alieni sidera veria ; 
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Quos nivis haud proprie bruma redempta domat. 
Cede puDr (dixi et dico) cede improba mater: 

Altera Ojpris habet nos ; habet alter Amor. 

Scilicet hie Amor est. Hie cst ijuoque mater Amoris. 
Sed mater virgo. Sed neijue ceecua Amor. 

□ puer ! 0 Bomine ! o magnee reverentia matris ! 
Alme tui stupur et religio gremii ! 

□ Amor, inn[)cufie cui sunt pia jiirn pharetrfe ; 

Nee nisi de easto eorde sagitta calcna ! 

Me, puer, o certa, quern figis, fige sagitta. 

0 tua de me sit faeta phuretra levis ! 

Quodque illine sitit et bibit, et bibit et sitit usque ; 

Usque meum sitiat pcetus, et usque bibat. 

Fige, puer, corda hsec. Seu spinis exigiius quis, 

Seu clavi aut hastse euspide magnus ades ; 

Seu major eruce eum ; seu moximus ipso 
Te eurda bsee hgis denique. Fige puer. 

0 metam hanc tuus Betemum inclamaverit areus : 

Stridat in bane tcli densior aura tui. 

O tibi si jaculum ferat ala feroeior ullum, 

Hanc babeat triti Tulucris ire viam. 

QuiquB tuee populus cunque est, quee tuiba, pbaretre ; 
Hie bene vulnifieas nidus babebit ayes. 

□ mihi sia bello semper tarn s^vus in isto ! 

Pectus in hoc nunquam mitior bostis cas. 

Quippe ego quam jaceam pugna bene sparsus in ilia ! 

^uam bene sis lacero pecture sanus ero I 
Hffic mea voto. Mei sunt heee quoque vota libelli. 

Hsc tua sint Lector ; si meus esse voles. 

Si meus esse voles : meus ut sis, lumina (Lector) 
Casta, Bed o nimium non tibi sicca precor. 
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Nam tibi fac madidis meua ills uccurrerit alis^ 
[Sanguine, bbu laciyma diffluat ille sua :) 

Stipite totuB biauB, claviBquQ fbcIubub, et hasta : 

Fona tuua in fluvioa deBidioauB erit? 

Si tibi Banguineo meuB hie tener iverit amne, 

Tun( tuaB illi, dure, negabia aquas? 

Ah dunia I quicunijUB meoa, nisi siceuB, amorea 
Nolit; et hie lacrjmBe reni negat ease bugb. 

Soepebie Magdalinas ycl aquas yel amayBrit undaB; 

Uredo nee AsayrioB mens tua malit opes. 

Sciliest ille tuoa ignis recaleaeet od ignes ; 

FoiBan et ilia tuis unda natabit aquia. 

Hie eria ad eunas, et odoroa fiinere manes : 

Hiic ignes naaei testis, et inde meoa. 

Hie mecum, et eum matre sua, mea gaudia quseres : 

Mibufus Frocerum seu stupur esse yelit ; 

Siye per antra sui latent [tune tempi a) scpulehri : 

Tortia lux redueem (lenta Bed ilia) dabit. 

Sint hda? preeor ah [dices) facilesque tenebree ; 

Lux mca dum noutia (res noya !) puseit upem. 
PeniquD chorta meo quicquid mea dieat amori, 

Illi quo metuat eunque, fleatye, mode, 

Leeta parum [dices) heec. Bed neque dulcia non sunt : 
Gerto et amor (dices) hujua amonlus erat. 

Si nimium hie promitti tibi yidetur, Lector bone, pro 
eo cui satisfociendo libellus iste futurus fiicrib ; a cilia me 
in istia non od base modo apeetare qus hie habea, aed 
ca etiom queo olim [heec interim fovendo) habere poteria. 
Nolui enim (ai hactenua deeaae amicia meia non potui; 
flogibanbibua a me, etiam cum dispendii aui periculu 
paterer eoa experiri to in tantum fayDremquo tuum) nolui, 
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inquam, fastidio tuo indulj^ere. Satis hie habes guod 
vel releges ad femlam suam (neque Btiim matuiipres sibi 
annoa bx his oliqua yendicant) vel ut pignus plunum 
adultioruinquB ia sinu tuo reponas. Elige tibi ex his 
utnimvis. Mb interim quod attineti fihis mehs non 
fefeUit. Maximum me Be ambitionia sCopum jaindudum 
attigi : tuDunimirum cum qualeeunque hiHsmeuin pens 
infautis Muss murmur ad aurea istaa non ingiatum 
aonuitj quihus ncque doctiores mihi de publieu iimere 
haheoj nec aperare clemeutiores ; adeo ut de tu) jam 
plausu [dicam ingenue et breyiter) nequo aecums sim 
ultra nequB aolicitus. Friustui, quisquis ea Lectori apud 
me reyerentia prohihet de oujus judicio omnia p^sum 
magna aperare : poaterius illurum reyerentia non siiiit, 
de quorum perspieocitate maxima omnia non pcssum 
mihi non persuodere. Quanquam 6 quam yelim tanti 
me esse in quo patria meamorem iatum suum deponere 
yelit; genio sUo tarn non dignum; iatum aeilicet quo^ 
suis omnibus histiditis, ea exosoulatur unice^ quibm 
trajeeiase Alpea et de transmarino esse, in pretium ceasit! 
sed reliutis hisce nimia ixtiprobee apei votis, conyertom 
me ad magistros Aoygmanoa ; quoa acio de noyiaaimia 
meia verbis (quanquom neminem nomin&rim) iratos mo 
reliquiaae: bilemvero eomponant; etmihisehoc deberc 
(ombitioBo Juyeni verbumtammagnumignoscant) debere, 
inquom, fateantiir : quod nimirum in torn nobili argu- 
mento, in quo neque ad fmtida de auia sauctis iigmenta, 
nequB ad putidoa de noatria oalumniaa opus habeant ei!)n- 
fiigere, de tenui hoc m so de derim iUorum magnitudini 
unde emineat. Eminent vero ; (aeriua dico). Suiantme 
semper faabituroS esse flub ea, quom mihi eonim lux major 
afiiidcrib, umbra, placidisaime oequieBoentem. 
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Lud. xvm. 

Pharisaeus et Puhlicanus^ 
duD Tempi urn adeunt (diverais mentibus 
ambo :) 

111(3 pracul trepido lumine signat humum : 

It gravis hie, et in dta ferox penetralia tendit. 

Plus habet ille templi; plus liabet ills Dei. 

iJ'dw (ETEpoiETi viwf) fiJu ipQV btti^Bov' 

TYlho9EV OppU^El KElVog 0 pEtKaXEO;, 

Am* d fjLEV uy jo0ap; vviov fJLUx^v syyu^ Uivu' 

Umiov 0 yriDUj ttT^eiov b ^ 0ed^‘* 

MaTTH. XXI. 

In Asinum Ohristi 

LLEf Buum didicit quondam objurgare magi- 
stnim : 

Et quid ni discos tu celebrare tuum? 

* This Greek rersien is not in the edition of 1534. 
f Balaam! asinus. 






2 B B EPI^RAMMATA 3A VBA, 

Minim non •minu& est, te jsyn potuisse tocere 
Ilium quam fiierat turn potuisso loqui. 

Luc. IV. 

Doininus wpud sms vilis. 

» N consanguine! ! patriis en exul in ori 

Christua 1 et haul alibi tarn pcregrinua crat. 

Qui socio demum penlebat sanguine latro, 

0 consanguineus quom fiiit illo magis ! 

Joan. v. 

Ad Bet7iesd<B piscimm positus. 

UIS noYUs bic reiugis incumbit Tantalus unlia, 
USpwiE Quern follib to ties tarn fugitiva solua ? 

Unde boc naufragium felix 7 mediesquo procellfo ? 
Yitaque, tempeataa quam pretioaa dedit? 

Joan. u. 

CTimtiw ad Thmam. 
files I Yoluiase meos tractaro iDlores? 
Cnilelea ligiti I sic didicisse Deum? 

Vulnera, ne lubitca, vis tangero nostra; sed eheU| 
Vulnera; dum dubitas, tu graviora facia. 
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Matth. XVI. 25. 

2^isqui3 perdiderit animam mam mea zaus%j 
inveniet earn. 

VITA; I, perdam: mihi mars tua, Uhriste, 
rcperta eat : 

(Mora tua viba mea eat ; mors tibi, vita meec) 

Aut egD te abacondam Dbriati (mea vita) aepulchro. 
Non adeo procul cat tertius ilb dies. 

Jdan. XX. 1. 

Primo mane venit ad sepukhrum Magdahna. 

U matutinoa precvcrtis, sancta, ruborea, 
Magdola ; sc d jam turn Sol tuus ortua crat. 

Jamijue vctus mciito vanos Sol non agib ortua, 

Eb tanto radios non putat ease suoa. 

Quippo alii^uo (rcor) ills, novus, jam nicbat in natro, 
Eb ae noctuma porvua habet focula. 

Quam velit o tantm vel nunbius ease diei ! 

Atquc UDVua Soli Luoifer iro novo ! 

Joan. vi. 

^inque panes ad quivvque Jwminum milVui. 

N mensflB facilea, redivivaquo vulncre cmniy, 
^mjeijuo iniefeaaa provocat ora dape ! 
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Aucta Ueres stupet arcana se cresBcre messe. 
Deniijue ijuid reatat? Faacitur ipse dbus. 


Act. vm. 

^thiops htiM. 

j^XLE nigeraacris exit (i^uam lautus !) ab undia ; 
^ Nbc fruatra iEthiopem nempe lavare fuit. 

Mentem quam niveam pices cutis umbra fovcbit ! 
Tam Yolet ct nigroa aancta Columba lares. 


Luc. xvm, 13. 

Fublicanus procul sfans percutiebat pectm mum. 



C DEliic peccator tumidua petitodvenatemplum : 
QuDdquB audet solum, pectora mssta fcrit. 


Fide miser; pulsaque fores has fortiter : illo 
Invenies templo tu propiore Deum. 


Mauc. xn. 44. 

Dholum viduce. 

^B^gUTTA breyia nummi [vits patron a senilis) 
i digitis atillat non dubitantis anus ; 

Istis multa vagi spumant da gurgitu census. 
Isti abjeccrunt scilicet; ilia dedit. 
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pdvig, j^toTOio T apai/pHs 
‘'E^kq; a7rQ7TatEi ccttd Tj>o/iE^a(. 

Tdi; h avajKifin TToTivg appo; avou^eq; oT^^ov, 
Dl fAEV ATTDp^l^TDV. XEiVa S'eS'uXE fJLQVOV,* 

Luc. X. 30. 

Maria vero assidens ad pedes audiebat mm, 
SPICE (namque navum cat) ut ab hospite 
penileat hospea I 

Ilinc ori porat, hoi; aumit ab ore ciboa. 

Tune epulia adeo ea (aoror) Dffiuioaa juvandia, 

Et fiinia haa [ini^uit) Murtba^ perire dapes? 


Act. n. 

In Spiritus Sancti descensum, 

EETE ainuB^ o ferte : cadit vindsmia ccnli ; 
Sanctoque ab a^thereia volvitur uva jugia. 

Felices nimium, queis tarn bona musta bibuntur; 

In quorum gremium lucidapergit hisma I 

£n caput I en ut nectareo micat et micat astro ! 
Gaudet et in roseis viva corona comia I 

nils (o Super! I quis aie neget ebrius ease ?) 

Ulis, ne titubent, dant buu vina faces, 

* Not in the edition of 1534. 
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Luc. XV. 13 

Vong^stis omnibus ptregre prof ectus est. 

IC mihi, i][uo tantoa prop Bras, puer auree, num- 
mofl ? 

Quoraum fBatinec cDngbmBrantur opes ? 

Cur tibi tota yagos ructant patrimonia census ? 

Nun potcrunt Bilii][Ui]e nempe minuris emi? 



Act. XXI. 13. 

Ron solum vinciri sed et mori paratus sum. 

DN moio vinc’la, sed et mortem tibi, Dhristc, 
Bubibo, 

PauluB ait, docti calliduB arte doli. 

Diceret hoc oliter : Tibi non modu vcllc ligari, 
Christe, sed et solvi* nempe paratus eru. 



Act. xn. 23. 

In Eerodem 'I,K^\r\Ko^^^TQV. 

LLE Deua, Ecus ; hEee populi vox unica ; 
tantum 

[Vile genus) vermsB credere velle negant. 

At cito Be miseri, cito nunc errosse fatentur; 
Uames degufitant, Ambrosiam^ue putant. 

* Phil i. 23. ri)v liridviilav t^uv ei'f rb AvaXvffai. 
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MaTTH. XIV. 

Videm vmtum Tnagnum, timuitj et cum ca^isset 
demergi, dammit, jfc. 

ETEE^ cades, o, si dubitas : d fide : nec ipsum 
(Petrtj) negat fidis reijuDr habere fidem. 

Fondere pressa sud subaidunt esetera : bdIuhi 
[Petre) tuae mergit te levitatia onus. 



Act. vm. IB. 

Ubtulii tis jpcfmnias. 

U DESUM bos hie niunmos profers ? ijuursum 
impie Simon ? 

Non illc hie Judas, sed tibi Petrus adest. 

Vis emiase Deum ? potius [precor) hoc age, Simon, 

Si potes, ipse prius dsmona vends tuum. 



Act. V. 15. 

Umh-a S, Patn medetur agrotis. 
DNYENIUNT alocres (sio^’sic juvat ire sub 

At^ue umbras fieri (creditis ?) umbra vetat, 

0 Petri umbra potens ! ^uae non miracula preestat? 
Nunc quDque^ Papa^ tuum sustinet ilia decos. 
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Mabc. vn. 33. 36. 

Tetigit lingmm ^us, . . . et hquehatur, . . . 
pr^jpit illis Tie cui dicerent : illi verD eo 



HRISTE, jubea muta Dra iDjui ; muta ora 
lo(|uuntur : 

Sana tacme jubes ora ; neo ilia tacent. 

Si digito tunc usua eras, muta ora reBolvens; 
^N^onne opua eat tota nunc tibi, Ubriste^ manu? 


Lfd. X. 32. 

Sacerdos quidam desoendens eadem via^ vidit et 
prxteriit 

PEDTASNE (ah !) pkcidiaijUB oculia mea 
vulnBia tractos ? 

D dolor ! 0 noatria vulnera vulneribus ! 

Pax oria quam torva tui eat ] quam triate aerenum ! 
Tranquillua miaerum qui vilet, ipae facit. 



Luc. JLVII. 

Leprosi ingrati. 

JiUM linquunt Dhriatum (ah morbus !) aanantur 
euntea : 

Ipae etiam morbus sic melicina iiiit. 

At aani Christum (mens ah molc-sana I) relinquunt : 
Ipaa etiam morbus sic medicina fuit. 
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Matth. ti. 34. 

Ne Mciti estote in crastinum. 

MISEE; inque tuas rape non tua temp ora cu- 
raa : 

Et nondum natis perge perirs malls. 

Mi queruUa satis una dios, satis angitur horis : 

Una dies lacrjmis mi satis uda suis. 

Non mihi venturus vacat eipectare dolores : 

Nolo egOj nolo ho die crastinus bbsb misor. 

Matth. ix. 9. 

A telonio Matthmus. 

satis, ah nimis est: noli ultra forre magistrum, 
Etlucro domino turpia colla dare. 

Jam luge; jam (Matthfiee) fori fuge regna tyranni ; 
Inque bonam felix i fugitive* cruoem. 

Luc. vn. 

Yiium Jllius eferefro matri r^dditur. 

N redeunt, lacrjmasque breves nova gaudia 
pensant: 

Bisque ilia est, uno in pignore, facta parens. 

Felix, quee magis es nati per fun era mater I 
Amisisse, iterum cui pepeiisse luit. 

* Christ! scilicet. 

T 
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MatTH. XVIII. 

Bonum intrare in cvelos cum uno oculo, ^c, 

ouulu? ah centum potius iiiihi, millia cen- 

Nam quia ihi, in cifiluj ijuia aatia Argus erit? 

Aut si DCuluB mihi tantum iinua eonccditiir^ unus 
late Oculua iiam totua et umnis ego. 


Lud. xit. 

Hydropicus sanatur. 

I’SE Buum pelaguS; morbo[^ue immenaus ai^uDso 
Ijui fuitj ut IcBtus nunc micat ati]uc levis ! 

Quippu in vina iterum Christus (putD)transtulit uniaa ; 
Et nunc iste auia cbrius est ab aquis. 


Luc. n. 7. 

Non erat iis^in diversorio locus. 

LLl non locus cat ? Ilium ergo pellitis ? Ilium? 
^1^ Ille Dcua^ quern sib pellitis j illc Dcus. 

0 fnrur I humani miracula SEeva furoris ! 
llli non locus eat^ quu sine nec \oi:ua est. 
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Luc. XVT. 

In lacrymas Lazari ^retas a Bivite. 
ELIX 6 ! lacrymis (5 Lazars) iitioristisj 
Quam [^ui purpureas it gravis inter opes ! 


Ilium cum rutili nova purpura vestist ignis, 
Ills tuoa lacrymas i^uam volst esse suos I 


Matth. XXVI. 85. 

Indignatur Oaijoha^s Christo se oonjitmti, 

K U Uhristum, Uhristum quod non negat esse, 
lacessis : 

Ipsius hoc crimen, quod fuit ipse, fuit. 

Tb ne Sacerdotem credam? Novus ille Socerdos, 
Per quern impune Deo non licet esso Deum, 


Joan, xii, 37. 

Cum tot sifjna edtdissetj non credehunt in eum. 
DN tibi, Chiiste, iidem tua tot miracula 
priestant ; 

(□ verbi, o dextrsc dulcia regna tuse !) 

Non priBstunt? neque te post tot miracula creilunt? 
Mirae’lum, qui non eredidit, ipse fuit. 
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Mabc. I. 13. 

Ad S. Andream piscaUrem. 

U7FFE potes pulchre captore fallere pisccs ! 
Uentum illic discis lubricus ire doliB. 

Heua bone piscator ! tendit sua retia Christua : 
Artem invei'te, et jam tu ijuDijue disce capi. 


Jdan. I. 23. 

Ego sum Vox, 

OX egD sum, dicis : tu vux ds, sancte Joanne 
Si vox es, genitor cur tibi mutus erat? 

lata tui fueront quam mira silentia patris ! 

Vocem non habuit tunc quoquB cum genuit. 

Act. xn. 

Vincula spmte deddunt. 
feiTD Fetrum cumulas, durissime custos, 
A fcrro discea moUior ease tuD. 

Eccb fluit, nodiaque auia BYolyitur ultro : 

1 fatuB, Bt yinc’lia yincula pone tuis. 
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In diem omnium Sanctorum. 

Eev. vn. 3. 

I^e ladite terram, negiue mare, neque arhores, q^uousque 
ohignaverimus servos Dei nostri in frontibus suis, 

US [^UAM immitis agat ventus sua munnura : 
Dusquam 

Sjlva trcmatj crispis sDllicitata comia. 

Mqua. Thetis placiile allabens ferat oseula Terrs ; 
Terra auos Thetiii pandat arnica sinus : 

Undii^ue pax effusa piis volet aurea pennis, 

Frona bena dum signo est ^usi^ue netata suo. 

Ah quid in hoc opus est signis aliunde petendis? 

Frons hona sat lacrymis qusque notata suis. 




In die Oonjurationis suljphurece. 

UAM bene diapositis annus dat currerc festis ! 
Feat omnes Sanctos^ omne scelus sequitur. 



Deus sub utero Virginis. 

G DE tuus, Natura, pater ! pater hie tuua, hie 
est : 

lUe, uterus matris quern tenet, ille pater. 


Fellibus exiguis arctatur Filius ingens, 

Quern tu non totum (erede) nee ipsa eapis. 
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Quanta uteri, Ee^na, tui reverentia tecum eat, 
Dum jacet hie, coclu aub breviore, Deua ! 

Donacia divino gliacunt priecordia m3tu 
|Nbc vehit sthBreoa aanctior aura poba) 

Quam bene aub tecto tibi CDncipiuntur''eDdBm 
Vota, et (vota cui concipienda) Deus ! 

Quad nubea alia, et tanti auper atria coeli 
Queerunt, invenient hoc tua vota domi. 

0 felix anima heec, qufe tarn sua gaudia tangit ! 
Sub conclave suo cui auus ignia adest. 

Corpua amet (licet) ilia auum, neque sidera molit: 
Quod vinc’lum cat oliis, hoc babet ilia domuni. 

Sola jacea, neque sola; toro quecunque recumbis, 
Illo eatis positi tuque tuuaque tore. 

ImmD ubi coata tuo poaita ea cum conjuge conjuni, 
(Quod mirum magia eat) ea tuua ipsa torus. 


Act. VII. IB. 

Ad Judms mactatores Stephanie 

Ij^ff^EUSTEA ilium in crepitant, fruatra vaga aaxa 

Grraiidinia (beu BBevre !) dura procella nocet. 


lata poteat tolBrore; poteat nescire: acd illi, 
Quee aunt in vestro pectore, saxa nocent. 
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Eev. I. 9. 

B. Joanna in txilio, 

XUL; amor Chriati ost : Christum tomen iu- 
VGuit exul : 

Et BDlitoa illic luYBiiit ills sinus. 

Ah lungD; a3tGmD ah terras indicite nobis 
Exilio^ Chriati si sinus exihum est. 

Matth. II, 

Ad Infantes Martyres. 

UNDITE ridcntcs animas ; effunditB c(e 1 o : 
Discet ibi vestra (o quam bene !) lingua loqui. 

Nec VOS lac vestrum et maternos quaerite fontes : 
Qus VOS expectat lEictea tota via est. 


Luc. n. 

Qucsrit Jesum suum beata Virgo. 

H, rcdeas miserae, redeas [puer alme) parent!; 
Ah, neque te coelis tarn cito redds tuis. 

Coelum nostra tuum fuerint 6 brachia, si te 
Nostra suum poterunt brachia ferro Leum. 
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Matth. vm. 

Non mm dignvA ut tecta mca vmias. 

N tua tecta Deus yenict: tuus baud sinit illud 
^ Et pudor^ atque humili in pcctore celsa fides. 

Ilium ergo accipica quoniam non accipia : ergo 
In tc jam veniet/non tua tecta, Deua. 

Matth. xxvii. 12. 

Ohnstus accusatus nihil resjxmdet, 
jWOjJW ait : D sanctae pretiosa silentia linguse ! 

^ quanti res nihil illud erat ! 

Ille olim, verbum qui dixit, et omnia fecit, 
Verbum non licens omnia nunc reficit. 

Luc. II. 

Nunc dimittis. 

S ^PESNE mfeas tandem ergo mei tumere locerti ? 
I Ergo bibunt oculos lumina nostra tuos ? 

Ergo bibant ; posaintque novam aperare juventam : 

D possint senii non meminisso sui ! 

Immo mihi potius mitem mors induat umbram 
(Esse sub his oculis si tamen umbra potest) 

Ah satis est. Ego te yiii jpuer auree) vidi : 

Nil post te, nisi te [Dhriste) videre yoId. 
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Luc. vm. 

VeTl)um inter sj?irm, 

Dei verbum aentes cadit inter ; et atrum 
Miscet Bpina procax [all mala juncta !) latus. 

Credo quidem: nam Bie'spmaa ah scilicet inter 
Ipse Deus verbum tu quoi^ue (Chriate) cadis. 


Luc. XIV. 5. 

/Sahbatum Judaicum et Ohristianum. 

ES eadem vario quantum distinguitur usu ! 
Nostra homiuem servant sabbata; vestra 
bovem. 

Observent i^itur (pacto ^uid justius isto?) 
Sabbata nostra homines, sabbata vestra boves. 



Matth. X. 52. 

Ad verbum Dei samiur ^(bcus. 
gB^feHRISTE, locutus eras (o sacra licentia verbi !) 
Jumi^UB novus ceeci fluxit in om dies. 

Jam credo, Nemo* est, sicut Tu, Dhriste, loquutus: 
Auribus ? immo oculia, Christe, loquutus eras. 


* Jnan. vji. 45. 



2B2 


EPimAMMATA SAVBA. 


MaTTH. XU. 

D'nus meum leve est. 

ijuicunquB vdIbs, ovub acclpe Uhriste : 
Ala tuis humeris, non onus, illud Biit. 

Chriati onus an quEeris quam ait gravB ? acilicet audi, 
Tam graVB, ut ad aummDa in premat uaquB polDS. 


Joan. VI. 

Miraculum quinque panum. 

DDE vagi venit unda eibi; venit indole sacra 
Furtia, et in dentes fertilia innumeros. 

^uando erat invictse tarn saneta lieentia Bmne? 
Ilia famem populi poacit^ ct ilia fidem. 



Joan. vin. 52. 

Nunc sdmus tc habere dmnonium, 

Deua^ ant saltern deem on tibi notiur eaaet, 
(Lrenamala) quoc dicia dsemuna habere Deum. 

Ignoraaae Deum poteras, 5 ceca; sed oro, 

Et patrem poteras tarn male nosse tuum? 
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In heatm Virginis verecundiam. 

N gremio, [juoeria, cur sic auu lumina Virgo 
Ptinat ? ubi melius poneret ilia, preuor ? 

0 ubi, quam cebId, melius sua lumina ponat? 
Despidt, at cLelum sic tamen ilia videt. 



In vuJnera Lei jpendmtis. 

FJIONTIS, latcria, manuumque pedumque 
cruDrus ! 

D quae purpureu flumina fonte patent ! 

In nostram (ut quondam) pea non valet ire salutem 
Sed natat ; in fluviis (ah !) natat ille suis. 

Fixa manus ; dat, fixa ; pios bona dextera rores 
Donat, et in donum solvitur ipsa suum. 

□ latua, 0 torrena ! quis cnim toirentior exit 
Nilus, ubi pronis proecipitatur a quis ? 

Millc et luillc siimil cadit ct cadit undique guttis 
Frons : viden’ ut sinvus purpuret ora pudor ? 

Spina3 hoc iiTiguse florent crudeliter imbro, 

Inq\ie novas sperant protinus ire rosas. 

[^uisque capillus it exiguo.tener alveus amne, 

Hoc quasi de rubro rivulua oceano. 

□ nimium vivse pretiosis amnibus undae ! 

Fons vit«e nun quam verier ille fuit. 
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Matth. rx. 11. 

^^are cum Puhlicanis manducat MagisUr vester 1 

istis BDcium se peccatoribus addit ? 
Ergo iatifi aacrum non neg'at ille latus ? 

Tu, PhariaBBB, ragaa Jesus Bur fecerit istud ? 
Nsb dicom : Jbsus^ non Fhariaeeua, erat. 


Matth. ixvni. 

Ecce locus uhijacuit Bominus, 

ipaum (prccur) opotius mihi [candidB) 
^ ^ monstra : 

Ipsi, ipai, □ lacrymis oro sit ire meia. 

Si monstrare locum satis est^ et dicere nobia, 

En, Maria, hie tuus en, hie joouit Dominus ; 

Ipsa ulnaa, monstrare meas, et dicere possum, 

En, Maria, hie tuus en, hie jatuit Dominus. 

IJLO) aUTOV fJLa»J 0 V fJLOl hiKvu9i avTOv. 

Auto; iiuv, hofiai, avre; txn iaxpya, 

Ei S'e tdttdi/ fjLQf hiKvivcii ahi; etti, km eItteiv 
'J2 TEu; MaviafA [iiriSE) keiiq 

’AyKolva; ficu hixvuvM St/vo^Di y?, xat eittesv 
'J2 h TEOS Ma^ia/ui xeits dva(. 
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Luc. xvn. 

Leprosi ingrati. 

EX jubct BX hominum ccetu procul irs leprosos : 
At mur^ El Dhristo cur abisrs procul ? 

Non abit, at bbcIbs tantum mutavit in illis ; 

Et lepra, iju&c fuerat coqjore, mente Bedet. 

Sic igitur digna vice rc3 variatur ; et a ae 

Quam procul ante liDmmeB, nunc habuere Deum. 

iTdan. XX. 

In cicatrices guas Ohristus habet in se adhucsuperstites. 

UIDliUlD apina procax, vel stylo clavus acute, 
Quicquid purpurea scripserat hasta nota, 

Yivit adhuc tecum : sed jam tua yulnera nou sunt : 
Xon, Bed vulneribus sunt msdicina meis. 

Act. V. 

^ger imphrat umbram L. Petri, 

ETEE, tua latsam paulisper [Petrc) sub 
umbra ; 

Sic m^a me peeront fata, nec invcnicnt. 

Umbra dabit tua posse meum me cemere sol cm ; 

Et mea lux umbrm sic erit umbra tuee. 
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Luc. XXIV. r3D. 

^id turhaii estisl Videte manus meas et pedes, 
quia ego ipse sum, 

N me, et signa mei, quondam mea yulnera ! 
certe, 

Voa nisi credetia, vulnera aunt et adhue. 

0 nunc ergo fidem sanent niea yulnera yestram : 

0 mea nunc aanet yulnera yestra fidea. 

Act. XII. 

In vincula Petro sponte delapsa, et apertas fms. 

EKRI non meminit fernim : sc yineula Petra 
Diasimulanb : neacit career habere fares. 

(^uam bene liber erib, career quern liberat ! ipaa 
Vincula quern solyunt, quani bene tutua erit ! 


Act. XIX. 12 . 

Deferebantur a eorpore ejus sudana, 

MPERIDSA premunt marbaa, et ferrea fati 
Jura ligant, Pauli lintea taeta manu. 

Unde hffic felicis laus est et gloria liui? 

Hsc (rear) e Lacheaia pensa feeere Qolo. 
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JdAN. XV. 

Uhristus Vltis ad Vinitmm Patrem. 

N serpit tua, purpureu tua palniite vitis 
Serpit, gt (ah !) spretis it pur humum Mils. 

Til viti suCL-urre tuse, mi Vinitor ingens : 

Da fulcrum; fulcrum iamilii: i^uqIq? cruccm. 

Act. XXVI. 28. 

Pene persuades milii ut Jiam Christianus. 

ENE? quid hoc pcne Bst? ViciniasEcvaaalutia! 
0 quam tu malus es proaimitatc boni ! 

Ah ! portu qui teste perit, bis naufragiis illo est; 

Ilunc non tam pelagus, quam sua terra premit. 

^UED nobis spes yix absunt, crudelius absunt : 

Fcne sui felix^ emphasis cat miseri. 

Joan. m. 19. 

Lux venit in mundum^ sed dilexerunt homines imjis 
tenebras quam lucrni. 

R^^UGE Buavoiiit ecee Deus^ mundoquB refulget; 

aihuc tenebras mundua amare suoa. 

At Stygiia igitur mundus damnabitur umbris : 
Pergit adhuc tenebras mundua amare i^uas? 
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LtJD. XVI. 


Bive^ imphrat guttam. 



MIHI si ligito trBinat ettremat unica BUmmD 
Gutta ! D ai flammas mulcBat uua meaa ! 


Cmrat opum [juocunqua yolet levis unda mcanim ; 
Una mihi hiec detui gemmula; Dives ero. 


Jdan. III. 4. 

Q;m}modo potest homo gigni gui est senex? 

1C, Phoenix unde in nitidos novus emieat annos ; 
Plaudit ct eluBOB aurea penna rogos ? 

Quis colubrem dolus insinuat per secula retro, 

Et jubet emeritum luxuriare latus ? 

Cur rostro pereunte Buam prielata Beneetam 
Torva ales, rapido plus legit ore diem ? 

Immo, Bed adnixus preestat Lueina seeundos? 
Natales Beros unde senex habeat. 

Ignoras, Pharissee 7 sat Dst ; jam credere disces : 
Dimidium hdei, qui bene nescit, habet. 
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Mabc. XI. 13. 

Arhor Ohristijussu aresctTis. 

LLE jiibct : procul ite mei, mca gloria, rami : 
Nulla VO cct nostras umplius aura comas. 

Ite; ncc 6 pigeat: nam voa neque fulmiuis ira, 

Ndc trucis ala Noti vcrberat: illc jubet. 

0 vox ! 0 Zcpliyro vel sic ijuoque dulcior omni ! 
Non possum Autumiio nobiliorD frui. 



Luc. I. 12. 

Zacharias minus credem. 

NT ANTES fore tc patrem, res mira videtur ; 
Infans interca factus es ipso pater. 

Et dum promissi signum (nimis anxic) quieris, 

Jam nisi per signum quJErere nulla potes. 



Joan. m. 



In aquam haptismi Bominin. 

ELIX 0 , sacros cui sic licet ire per artus ! 
Felix ! dum lavat hunc, ipsa lavatur aqua. 


Giutta quidem sacros quaeciinque perambulat artus, 
Dum manet hie, gemma est ; dum cadit hiuc, laeryma. 


u 
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Luc. xm. 11 . 

Mulieri incurvatx meditur DomimjLs, indiginanU 
Archisynagogo. 

® fwN proprios replicata sinus quee repserat, et jam 
^ DBcmonia [infclix !) nil nisi nodus orat, 

Solvitur ad digitum Domini ; sed striotior illo 
Uniuua ost nodus; cor^ FhaiisGec^ tuum. 


Matth. xm. 45. 

Ntque ausus fuit quisqmm tx illo du sum amjoliiLs 
intm'ogare. 

SitillSTE, malas fraudos^ Fharisaica rotia, 
fallis : 

Et misoros sacro discutis ore dolos. 

Ergo tacont tandem, atque invita silentia servant : 
Tom bene non aliter te potuere loqui. 



Matth. xx. 2D. 

S. Joannes imtri sme. 

Minx cur d extram, mater, cur, oro, sinistrom 
Poscis, ab officio mater iniqua tuo ? 

Nolo manum Christi dextram mibi, nolo sinistram : . 
Tam procul a sacro non libct esse sinu. 
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Matth. IV. 

Si Jilius Dei es, dejice te. 

I Be dejjiciat Dhriatua de verticB Templi, 
Non creieB ijuod sit Filius ille Dei. 

At max te humano de pectore dejicit : beus tu^ 
Non credea ^uod ait Filiua ille Dei ? 



Luc. xrx. 41. 

Dominus Jlens ad Judceos. 

IS CITE YDS miaeri, venientca disci te flam- 
mas; 

Nec facite 5 lacrymoa sic periisse meoa. 

N^ec periissB tamen poterunt; mihi crcdite, VBStraa 
Ycl rcprimet flommoa h^c aijua^ vel faciet. 



Luc. xviii. 11. 

Nec velut hie Publi^nus, 

B STUM ? vile caput ! quantum mibi gratulor, 

Istum quod novi tom mibi diasimilem ! 

Villa at late abiit aacria accept! or aria : 

I nunc; et joe tea hunc tibi diasimilem. 
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Act. nc. 3. 

In Sauhm fulgore nimio exmcatum. 

VM lucis tenebree ? ptB nnx eat ista diei ? 
Ndx DDVa^ quam nimii luminis umbra ! 

An Saulua fiierit csccua, vix dicere possum ; 

Hoc Bcioj quod captus lumine Saulus erat. 



Luc. X. 23. 

Beati ocuU qui vident. 

M Dbristus nostris ibat mitiasimus oris, 
Atque novum ciecos jussit habere diem, 

Felices, ocuhs qui tunc habucre, vocaiitur? 
Felices, et qui non habuere, voco. 



Luc. vn. 15. 

Filiiis eferetro matri rMitwr. 

KpSRE&ONE tarn Bubita potuit vice flebilis horror 
% natolitia condidus iro toga ? 

y,UD 3 yidi, matris gemitus hos esse dolentis 
Urediderom ; gemitus parturientis erant. 
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Matth. XI. 25. 

In seculi sapientes. 

EBONE delitiaa facit^ et sibi plaudit ab alto 
Stultitia^ ut vclit hac ambitioiiB pati? 

Difficilisnc adoD facta cst^ ct scria tandem ? 

Ergo ct in hanc ctiam quis sapuissc petest? 

Tantum erat, ut posait tibi docticr case ruina? 
Tanti igitur cerebri res, periisae, ftiit ? 

Nil opus ingenio ; nihil hac opus arte furcris : 
Simpheius poteris scilicet esse miser. 

Luc. IV. 20. 

In Judmos Qhristum prmcipitar^ conantes, 
ICITE, quaj tanta est sceleris fiducia vestri? 
Quod nequiit da3mDn, id voluisse acelus ? 

Quod nequiit doemon scelua, id voluisse patrare ! 
Hoc tentare ipsum dsemona (crede) fuit. 

Rev. VII. 9. 

In Braconem prascipitem, 

FEUSTEA truculentc ; tuoa prociSi^urea 
rident 

Astra minas, CGclo jam bene tuta suo. 

Tune igitur celum super ire atque ostra parabos? 
Ascensu tanto non opus od barathrum. 
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Luc. II. 

Reatce Virgini 

IKAEIS (quid tnim facerBS?) SBi ct hroo 
quuquD urcdia : 

IIbbc uteri credia dulcia niOnatra tui. 

Ell fidei, Regina, tua? dignissima luerccs ! 

Fida Dei fueroa filia; mater eria. 

M\iic. XII. 

Licetne Ocpsari cemwm dare I 

OSTtotScribarum (ChriBtD)in teproeli a, tandem 
Ipse venit Uo^sar : Ciesar in arma venit. 

Pugiiant terribilea non Crcaaria eiisc, sed onsB 
Uajaare : quin Ca3sar viiiceria ipse tameii. 

Hoc queque tu conseribe tuia, Auguste, triumphis, 
Sic vinui dignus quia nisi Utjeaar erat? 

Matth. IX. 

In tibicines d turham ttimultmntem circa defunctam. 

ANI, quid atrepitia ? nam, quamvia donniat* 
ilia, 

Non tamcn e somno cat aic revocanda siio. 

Expectat aoloa Cliriati sopor isto suaurroa ; 

Dormit enim ; sed non omnibus ilia tiuncn. 

Vers. 24. Non enim mortua est puella, sed durmit. 
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Matth. VI. 19. 

Pisoatores vocati, 

B UDITE jam pisces aecura per aequora: pisces 
Nds quo^UB [sed voria sub rations) sumua. 

Nun potuiase capi^ VDbia spea una salutia ; 

Una aalua nobia eat, potuiase capi. 

Maud. xn. 

DaU UoBsari, 

UNCTA Deo debcntur : habot tamen et aua 
Ua?sar ; 

Ncc minus indc Deo est^ si aua Oscsar babet. 

Non minus inde Deo oat^ aolio si Cfetcra dantur 
Gmsarco, Cicsar cum datur ipso Deo. 

Matth. xxi. 7. 

Bominiis asino vehituir. 

S LLE igitur yilem tc, te dignatur asollum, 

0 non vectura non bene digne tua? 

Heu quibua baud pugnat Christi patientia monatria? 
Hoc, quod aic fertur, hoc quoque ferre fuit. 
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Luc. XXI. 27. 

Videbunt Filium h^minis venientem in nuhe. 

MMO veni: aerios (5 Dhriste) aircingerc Dur- 
rus, 

InquD triumphali nubc cDniscus ades. 

Nubem quseris ? erunt nostra (ab 1) suspiria nubcs : 
Aut sol in nubem sb dabit ipse tuam. 



Joan. XX. 

Nisi digitum immisero, 

S MPIUS ergo iterum clavos ? itcrum impius 
hastam ? 

Et totum digitus triste revolvet opus ? 

Tune igitur Uhristum (Thuma) quo vivere creilas, 
In Christum facores [ah tru^ulonto !) mori ? 


Act. vtij. 

Ad Judceos macfatares S. /Stejohani. 

UID datis (ah miseri!) saxis nolentibus iras? 
Quid nimis in tragi cum prascipitatis opus ? 

In mortem Stcphani sc dant invita ; sod illi 
Occiso faciunt spontc sua tumulum. 
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ASitincfo Joannij dilectD discijpuh. 
fruere; augusto^ue sinu uaput abie [ijUDd 

NoUet in ecterna se posuisse rosa) 

Tu fruere : et aacro dum te sie pcctore portab, 

0 sat erit tergo me potuisse vehi. 


Matth. II. 

In hctentes Martyres. 

ULNERA natonim qui vidit, et ubera matnim, 
Per pucroa fluviis (ah !) aimul ire suis ; 

Sic pucroa quisquia yidit^ dubitavit^ an illes 
Lilia cuclorum diceret^ anno rosas. 



Matth. i. 23 . 

Bens noliscum. 

3BISDUM Dcua eat? vcatrum hoc eat (hci 
mihi !) veatrum ; 

Vobiscum Dcus est, □ osini atque l ^ves. 

Nobiscum non eat: nam nos domus aurea sumit: 
Nobis cum Deus est, et jacct in stabulo? 

Hoc igitur nostrum ut fiat (dulcissime Jesu) 

Nos dandi stabulis^ yel tibi danda domus. 
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Christus circumcisus ad Patrem. 



AS Bn primitiofl nDstree (PatBr) acuipe mortis; 
(Yitam bx [|ud sumpsi, vivers dedidici) 


Ira (Pater) tua de pluvia ^ustavcrit ista : 
□Urn ibit fluviis hoc latus omnc suis. 


Tunc sitiat licet et aitiat, bibet et bibBt uaquB : 
Tunc poterit toto fonte aupcrba ihii. 

Nunc haatae interea poasit prajludere culter : 
Indolia in pccnaa apes erit iata mes. 


In Epiphaniam Domini, 

DN aolita contenta dies face lucia EdbBj 
E ccc micat radiis ca;sariata novia. 

Persa aagax, propera : diacurre per ardua rcgum 
Tecta, per aurataa marmoreasque domua : 

Quffire 6, qu© intepuit Keginee purpura partu ; 
Principe vagitu qu® dcmua inaonuit. 

Audin’ Peraa aagax? (Jui tanta ncgctia cdbIo 
Fecit, Bethlemiia vagiit in atabulia. 
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Luc. n. 49. 

Ecce qucerehamm U, ^c. 

qiiGcrD misera^ ct i^UEerD : tu nunc ^uoque 
^ tmctas 

Kea Patris : Pater eat unica cura tibi : 

^uippQ quod al poenaa tantum at tot nomina murtia, 
Ad luctum Qt lacrymaa (liei mihi !) mater dq^o. 

Jdan. n. 

A^uce in vinum verses, 

NDE rubor veatria, et nun aua purpura lym- 
phia? 

(^UEc roaa mirantes tarn nova mutat aquaa ? 

Numon (cunvivfle) preeaena agnuacite Numen : 
Ifympha pulica Deum vidit, et erubuit. 

Matth. vni. 13. 

Ahsenti Centurionis filio Bominus absens medetur. 

UAM tocitia inopina aolua illabitur alia ! 

Alia, quas illi vox tua, Chriate, dedit. 

Quam longas vox iata manus habet ! hsc mcdicina 
Absuns, et preesena bso medicina fiiit. 
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Marc. iv. 4D. 

^id timidi esiis. 

ANQUAM illi insanua- facer et sua fiilmina 

Tanijuam illi scepuba norit habere fretum ! 

Vd 3 vestri acDpuli, vds cstia ventua et unia : 
Nauiragium cum illo qui metuit^ meruit. 

Luc. n. 

Nunc dimittu. 

TE mei (q[uiil enim ultcriua, quiil vultia ?) ocelli : 
Lcniter ohductis itc superciliis. 

Immu et adhuc et adhuc^ iteruDique iterumque videte ; 
Accipitc Lecc totis lumina iuminibus. 

Jamque ite ; et tutia 5 yob bene clauditc vallia : 

Serrate bsec totis lumina lumiuibuB. 

Frimum est, quodpotui te (Chriate) videre : secundum, 
Te viso, recta jam potuisse mori. 

Matth. xm. 24. 

In segetem sacram. 

Jgtjg® CDE auam impbrat, demiaao vertice, falccm : 
Tu Bcgcti falccm da [Fater olme) auam. 

Tu fabem non das ? mcaacm tu (Dhriste) moraria ? 
Hoc ipsum falx eat : bccc mora messis erit. 
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Luc. vTi. 37. 

'fpii lacrymis riyare pedes ejus, et capillis 
eocteryehat. 

NDA saiivas sordes lambit placidissima: flavic 
Lambit et banc undam luuida flamma cdiiibc. 

Ilia per lina sordes it purior unda ; simulqiic 
Illc per has lucet purior ignis aqua. 

Luc. xvm. 41. 

Quid vis tibi faciam? 

UID volo (Christe) rogas? quippe ah volo, 
Chrifite, videre : 

(Juippe ad tc [dulcis Christo) videre volo. 

At video 3 fideique oculis te nunc quoquc figo ; 

Est mihi, quaj nunquom est non oeulata, fidea. 

Sed quamvis videam, tamen ah vob (Christe) videre : 
Sed quoniam video (Christe) videre volo. 

Matth. XV. 21. 

Vhristus mulieri Canaaneoe d'vffldlior. 

T pretium facias dono, don are recusas : 

Usque rogat supplcx, tutamcn usque negas. 

Hoc etiam donare fuit, donare ncgarc. 

Ssepe dedit, quisquis secpe negata dedit. 
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Luc. n. 

Bmtus vmUr et uhera, ^c. 

T quid si biberet Jesus v el ab ubere vestro ? 
Quid faeit od yestroin^ quad bibit illOj sitim 

Ubera mox sua et hie (5 quam neii laetea !) pandet : 
E nato mater turn bibet ipsa bud. 


Jdan. XV. 1. 

Tn Christum vitem. 


^I^WLMUM vitis amat [quippe est et in arboro 

Quam fevet in viridi pectore blandus amur : 


Illam ex arboribus cunctis tu (vitis) amosti, 
niam^ queecunquB est, qiise crucis arbor erat. 


J DAN. XVI. 2D. 

Vos jiebitis et lamentahimini. 

B E&D mihi salvete mei, mea gaudia, luctus : 

Quam charum (5 Deus) est hoe luibi flere 
meum 1 

Flerem, ni flercm : solus tu [dulcis Jesu) 
Lsetitiam donas tunc quoque quando negos. 
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Jdan. X. 

In gngm Vhrisii Pastoris. 

GEEX; 0 nimium tanto Foatore beatua ! 

□ ubi aunt tanto paauua digna grege ? 

Ne non digna forent tanto grege paacua, Christua 
Ipao auo eat Paator, paacuum et ipae gregi. 



In vulnera pendentis Domini. 

uculoa, aivD ora vocem tua vnlnBra; certe 
Unlique aunt ora [heul) undique aunt oeuli. 

Ecce ora ! 6 nimium roacis florentia labris ! 

Ecce oGuli ! amvia ah madidi lacrymia ! 

Magdola, quEO lacrymas solita es^ qum boaia sacro 
Fbitb pedi, sacro de pedc aume vices. 

Dra pedi sua aunt, tua quo tibi basia reddat : 

Quo reddat lacrymos scilicet eat oeulos. 


Maud. n. 

Paralyticus convalescens. 

HRlSTUM^quod miaero fa cilia peccata remittit^ 
Scribue bloaphemum dicerc non dubitant. 


Hoe Bcelua ut primum Paralyticus audiit: ira 
ImpatienS; leetum auatulit atque ubiit. 
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Jdan. vm. 59 . 

Tunc smtuhrunt lapides. 

S AXA ? illi ? ijuicl tarn ficdi vdIubtb furorcB ? 
Quid sibi de aoxis Li voliicrB suis ? 

Indolem, et antiijui agnosco vestigia patria: 
Pauem de saxia hi VDluere Buis. 


In resurrectionem Bomini. 



ASCEEIS, en! tecumiiue tuus (Eex auree) 
rnunduB, 

Tecum* Virginco nascitur c tumulo. 


Tecum in natalis properat natura secundes^ 
Atque nuvam vitam te nuvus orbis habet. 


Ex vita (Sol almc) tua vitam omnia sumunt : 
Nil certe, nisi mors, cogitur iiide mori. 


At certe neque mors : nempc ut queat ilia sepulchre 
(Uliristc) tuD condi, mors volet ipsa mori. 



Matth. xxvni. 17 . 

Aliqui verQ duhitdbmi, 

CILIDET et tellus dubitat,t tremebunda: sod 
ipsum hoc, 

Quod tellus dubitat, vos dubitaro vetut. 


* Joan. 19. A}.”Evif duJbttw oiffEip irkdii. 
i Vera. 2. iykviTO 
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Ipsi custoiBB vobia, si quncritis, illud 

Hoc ipso dicunt,* dicers quod nequeunt 

Jdan. XX. 2D. 

In vutnerum vestigia quve ^stmdit Dominusy ad 
Jl^mandam suorum Jidem. 

IS oDulis (nee adhuc claiisia csiers feneatria) 
lavi^ilana nobia cat tuua uaua amor. 

Ilia Qculia uoa cernit amor tuua; hia et amorem 
(Dhriate) tuiim gaudet cernere noatra fidea. 

Luc. vn. 19. 

Miitit Joannes qui qucBrant a Vhristo, an is sit. 
qui ailso impatiena properoati agnoacere 
Christum, 

Tunc cum clauatra utere te tenuere tui, 

Tu, quia ait Chriatua, rogitaa? et quteria ab ipao? 
lluc tibi vcl mutus diccre quiaquo potcat. 

Joan. xvni. ID. 

In Petrum auriddam. 

UANTUMDUNQUE fcrui tuua hie (Petre) 
fiilminat cnais, 

Tu tibi jam pugnaa (o buns) non Domino. 

Scilicet in mis cram fiiria imploeidissimua aurem, 
Perfidiee teatia nc queas esaa tuee. 

• Vera. 4. 'Ej£itT9ritravolrTfpovvTfc,Kaiiyii/ovTou7iivtKpoi. 
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Mabc. in. 

Manus arefacta sanatur, 

I ergo tUBB spcctaa natalia dextiBB, 
Quge modo spBctanti flobilB iiiniia erat. 

Qute neB in Gxternoa modo dextera profuit 
Curte erit ilia tUBB jam mauus at fidci. 


Matth. xxvn. 24. 

In Pontium mah lautum, 

LLA manuB lavat unda tuas^ vaniaBimo judex ; 
^ Ah tamsn ilia scclus nen lavat uuda tuum. 

Nulla scbIus lavct unda tuum ; vel si lavet ulla, 

0 valet ex ouulis ilia venire tula. 


Matth. xvn. 27. 

Inpiscem dotatum, 

piscem si, Christe, velis, venit ecce, fluumjue 
^ ^ pretium : tanti est vel periisse tibi. 


Christe, faro tibi non opus est; addiceie nunuuDs 
Non opuB est: ipsum se tibi piflcifi emet. 
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J Dl». ITI. 33. 

Egt via rmndum* 

joSU contra mundum dux ca meus^ optinie Jcsu? 
^ ^ At tu |me misBrum !) dux meus ipse jaces. 


Si tU; dux mcus^ ipse jaces^ apos uUa salutis ? 
Immu; ni jaceaa tu^ mihi nulla solus. 


In ascensionem Domini. 



ADIT (lu 1) per aperta sui penctroJia weli : 
It cGclo, et coslum liindit ab ore nuvum. 


Spargitur ante pedes, ct tDto siderc pronus 
Jam propius Solis Sol bibit ora sui. 


At fratri debere negans sua lumina Phoebe, 
Aiirea de Phoebe jam muliore re Jit. 

Hos, de te victo, tu [1 b,s (Pater) ipse triumphos ; 
Unde triumpharcs, (juis satis alter crat ? 


In deszmsum Sjpiritus sancti. 



AM coeli circum tonuit Iragor ; orma, minasque 
Turbida cum flammis mista ferebat hiems. 


Exclamat Judoous atrox; Yenit ecce nefirndis, 
Ecce yenit meiiti fulminis ira memor. 
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Yerum ubi composito sedit fQ>x blandior astro, 
FlammaquB non leesaa lombit arnica comas ; 

Judecis, fulmcn [][uia folsum apparuit osse, 

Hob ipsD yerum nomine fiilmen erat. 

DbpavQU \k to TTo^EjiADy koi 

avEfJLig Tuv p/^oyi o-/4if ^ce^E>I. 

A!!ev "loyJaiof fJLiapa j-Tvyspav ra xapva 
‘^p9aTE m; opyn; to TrpTTDV ov^aviYig. 

*^A}\^yot}<nvaiu dte xEiva) ritrux^v acn^u 

^T^sy/ja, KM a^XriTQVs T^ei^e TThuvayLo^y 

EK0ce/A0Bi. DTi yap, keivqIs oi/k fiEV a?Ji9ri;, 

Nuv ETEOV SioTI TW^E KE7aW0S E»JV.* 

Joan. m. IB. 

Sic dilexit mundum Deus, ut Filium morti traduiU 

H nimis cst, ilium nostrs yel tradere yitse : 
Gruttula quod faceret, cur facit oceanus ? 

Unde et luxuriare potest, habet bine mea yita : 
Ample et magnifice mors habet unde mori. 

* Not in ths edition of 1B34. 
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Lud. XIV. 19 . 

Juga houm emi. 

Doenam vocD te (dDmini ijudiI jusaa yolcbant) 
Tu mihi; neacis [{vlob, dicis (in^pte) boYBB. 

Imo vab; nobis nso iignc ncc utilis hospes ! 

Csna tuos (credD) malit haberB boVBS. 

Act. XIV. 

B. Paulum, verlo sanantem claudum, pro Mercurio 
I/gstres adorant, 

UIS Tagus hie, ^uaj Pactoli nova volvitur unda ? 
Non hominia vox eat hcec : Dbus ilb, Dbus. 

Salvo, mortales nimium dignatc penatea I 
Digna Doo aoboles, digna tonaiite Doo ! 

D solve ! quid cnim (alme) tuos latuisse volebas ? 

Ts dicit certe vel tua lingua Deum. 

Laudem banc baud niiror : meruit facundus baberi, 
Qui daudo promptos auasit babere pedes. 



In S. Oolumbam ad Ohristi caput sedentem, 
sacra siderea volueris suspenditur ala ? 

nivBum cui dabitilla pedem? 

Christe, tuo capiti totis se destinat auris, 

Qua ludit densGe blandior umbra comce. 
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niic arcano quid non tibi munnure narrat? 
(MurmuTe mortalBS non imitante sunos) 

Sola avia hEeo nido hoc non eat indigna cubarc : 
Solua nidus bio eat bac bene dignus avs. 

n»i ayEi aTTEpoEO’rav epET/ixDj ; 

"H TlVl KEiVa fE^EI mV ^roScC Xf^VETIV ; 

XfIJTE TEH KE^CZ^V TTaTM; TTTEpUyEO’a’lt; iTTE/yEl' 
nn J-Kia TDI S'ctTlOtf TTmCe (JbCLha irhQKOLfJL^i;, 

Yiul% (Toi appuTcj ^iQupiO'fjuzTi KEiv ayopiun ; 
'AppYiT\ olfK av^p:)fiEYi^. 

MouvaiJLEV hJ’ opwj JicxXia; s; a(ia TotUTrj;' 

“'AStcz 3 ^’ i^vi9of piouva piEi/ yi xa?^ia»* 


Act. xn. 

In fores Divi Petro sponte apertas, 

UID juyit olausiase fores (bone janitor) istas 
Potro clayoB jam li^uot esso suaa. 

Dices, sponte patent: Fotri ergo hoc siilicet ipsum 
Eat clayis, Fetro claye quod baud opus est. 


^ Not in tbs sdition of 1634. 
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liuc. XV. 12. 

Murmurahant Pharismj dicenies, Recipit peccatures 
et comedit cum illu. 

male^ jjuisquia is Q&i, pereat ! qui scilicet istia 
Convivam (ssyus !) ncn sinit case auum, 

Istis cum Christus con viva aijungitur, istis 
0 non conviva cst Dbristua, at ipse cibua, 


MatTH. XV. 

In trahem Pharisaicam. 

ED ANT, quEc, rerum si quid teuue atquc 
minutum oat, 

Posse acie certa figerc, vitra dabunt. 

Artis opus mirso ! FharisEeo on optica trabs cst, 
Ipsum (yera loquor) qua videt illc nihil. 



Jdan. IX. 22. 

Constitmrunt ut si quis conjlt&retur mm esse 
Christum j synajofia mover etur, 

NFELIX, Christum reus cs quicunque colendi ! 
□ reus infelix ! quam tua culpa gravis ! 

Tu Bummis igitur, Bummia damnabere C(elis ; 

0 reus infehx ! quam tua poena gravis ! 
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Matth. IX. 2D. 

Bt votofifiorum ZehedceL 

SIMRlT tibi I Joannes) tibi sit (Jacobe) ^uod optas 
Sit tibi iextra manus j sit tioi leeva manus. 

SperO; alia in c[elo est^ et non incommoila^ sedes : 
Si nei^UB leeva manus ; si nsi^ue dextra manus. 

Coeli banc aut illam nolo mihi queerere partem ; 

Oj caelum, cuelum da (Pater alme) mibi. 

Joan. vi. 

Ad hospites cceme miracuhsce quinque panvm. 

ESUERE pane tuo: sed ct (bospes) vcscers 
Uhristo : 

Et panls pani scilicet ille tuo. 

Tunc pane boc Cbristi recte satur (bospes) abibis, 
Panem ipsum Christum si magis esurias. 

Joan. xvi. 33. 

Bt Vhristo contra mundwm pugna, 
S^-gSUNE, miser? tu (mundus ait) mea Ailmina 

Ferre manus, armis cum tibi nuda manus ? 

I lictor: manibusque audacibus injice vinc’la: 
Injecit lictor vincula, et arma dsdit. 
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Act. IX. 29, 

Qrmd dispuiatwts Bivo Paulo mortm madiinantur, 

B U ErE urgumentum! siu iisputat : eugc Bopbista ! 
Sic pugQUtn LogicDS stringBre, sic iecuit. 

Hoc argumentum in causam quid (Grruocule) dicit? 
Dicit; te in uausam die ere poaBo nihil. 

Luc. xxn. 2B. 

Qwi maximus tsi inter vos, esto sicut qui minimus. 

BONE, discipulus Chriate vis maximus esse ? 
At vero fies hac ratione minor. 

Hoc sanct&e ambitionis iter (mihi credo) tenendum est, 
Hbbc ratio ; Tu, ne sis minor, esse velis. 

Luc. XIX. 41. 

OBIS (Judffii) vobis beec volvitur unia ; 

Quee Yobis, quoniam spernitis, ignis erit. 

Eia faces (Eomane) faces ! seges ilia furoris, 

Non nisi ab his undis, ignea messis erit. 
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Matth. n. 

Christus in j^gypio, 

UND tu (Nile) tuis mojori flumine monstra: 
Hunc (nimis ignotum) die caput esse tibi. 

Jam tibi (Nile) tumes: jam te quDi][UD multus inimda'. 
Ipse tuGB jam sis leetitise fluvius. 

Matth. ix. 

In ccecos Uhrutum wnjiUnUs, Pharuxos ahntganUs, 

E mihi, tu (Pbariseee ferox) tua lumina jactes : 
En ciecus ! Christum ccecus at ille videt. 

Tu (Pharisee e) nequis in Christo cernere Christum : 

Ille videt cscus; ceecus os ipse videns. 

Matth. xvi. 24. 

Si piispone me venietj tollat crucem et sequatur me, 

J^jn^BGrD Be[][uor, Bei^uDr, on ! quippe et mihi crux 
meai Christen est: 

Parva quidem ; Bed quam non satis, ecce, rego. 

Nonrego? nonparvamhano? ideonoi^uc parva putanda 
est. 

Crux magna est, parvam non bene ferro prucem. 
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Luc, V. 29 . 

Rellctis omnibus sequutus est eum. 

Matthsus opes^ad Chriati jussa^ rcliiiuitj 
Turn primum ybib coepit habere suas. 

late malarum sat usua opum bonua, unicus iate ; 

Ease malaa bumini, quaa bene perdat^ opea. 


Matth. XXV. 29 . 



j^ijlcatis sepulchra Pruphetarum, 

ANOTOEUM in tumulia quid vult labor ille 
colBudia ? 

Sanctonuu mortem non ainit ilia mori. 


Vane, Frophetarum quot ponia aaxa aepulohria, 
Tot teatea lapidum^ queia periere^ facia. 


Mabc. m. 

In manum aridam qua Christo mota est miseratio. 

« EENDE [miaor) Dhriatum ; ot cum Dbriato 
prcude aalutem : 

Atmanca Bat (dicca) dextera ; prendB tames. 

Ipaum boO; in Cbriatum, mEmua eat : hoc prendere 
Dhriatum eat, 

Qua Dhriatum prendaa^ non habuiaBB manum. 
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Ad L. Imam vnedimm. 

njjlinRULLA mihi [Luca) de tc medicamlna poacD^ 
IpsB licet mcdicus sis^ licet ee^er ego ; 

Quipps ego in exemplum fidei dum te mihi pono, 
Tuj medice^ ipse mihi ea tu medicina mea, 

ly^, A^VKa, Trapa tqu /adi ^apfiXKuv aiToi, 
Kav 7M y ixip; ehj, xav /jlev e 7U vdje^d;. 

’Am* ev 076) TTx^ahiyf/La iTEhn; fioi TrtJTfSfj aviog, 
AifTo; IxT^o;, i/utot y e 7T) axEJTofin. 


Lud. XIV. 4. 

Hydropicus sanatus, Christum jam sitiens. 
’^fgd^ELLITUE inde sitia ; aed ct hinc aitia altera 

Hiuc sitit ills magis, quo aitit inde minua. 

Felix D, et mortem poterit qui temnere morbus ! 

Cui yit£e ex ipao fonto siiitur aqua ! 


In ccstvm (xjslestem omnium Sanctorum, 
ELIDES anims I quos delo debita yirtua 
Jam petuit veatris inseruiase polia. 

Hoc dedit cgregii non porcus sanguinis usus^ 
SpesquB per obstantes expatiata vias. 
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0 ver ! 0 longEB semper seges aurea lucis 1 
NdcIc nec altema dimidiata. dies ! 

0 que palma manu ridet ! quee fronte corona ! 
D nix virgineiB non temeranda togee ! 

Focis inocciduo] vos illic ora videtis : 

Vos Agni dulcis lumina: yds — Quid ago ? 


Matth. Tin. 13. 

Qhruius ahs^nti mdetur. 

OX jam missa suas pobuit jam tangere metaa? 
0 Buperi ! non hoc ire sed isse iiiit. 

Mirac’lum fuit ipsa saliis (bene credere possis) 
IpsiuO; mirac’lum est^ quondo salutis iter. 



Joan. ix. 


Ctecus natus. 

^Itib^ELIX, qui potuit tantm post nubila noctia 
(0 dignum tanta nocte !) videre diem ; 

Felix ills u cuius, felix utrinque putandus ; 

Quod videt, et primum quod yidet ills Deum. 
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MaTTH. IX. 

Et ridebant ilium, 

gfe^UCTIBUS in tuntis^ Christum ridere vacabat ? 
Vanior iste fuit risus^ an iste dolor ? 

Luctibua in tantis hie yostcr risus inepti; 

[Credite mi) meruit masimua esse lolur. 

Matth. XI. 25. 

In sapientiam secuK. 

OLI altum sap ere (hoc veteres voluere magiatri) 
Ne retrahat lassos alia ruina gradus. 

Immo mihi dicu. Noli sapuisse profundum ; 

Non ego ad infernum me sapuisse velim. 

In stahulum uU natu^ est Buminus, 

dumuB stabulum? non cat (Pucr aurec) 
^ ' 

Ilia domuBj tu naaceris^ est stabulum ? 

Ilia dumus toto domua est pulchcmma mundo ; 

Yix coelo did vult minor ilia tuo. 

Demis ut ilia auo passim domus ardeat auro? 

Demis ut effusia rideat ilia rosis ? 

Sire aurum non est, nee ^uee rosa rideat illic ; 

Ex Dculis facile eat ease probore tuis. 
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OiHu; oJe Iff auXn, ov fjkvi. jEOff 'Iruyu, 

Ev 9* W 'TU TlHTn auKlOV OU TTEAEjai, 

DSkuv fAEV TTaVTUv (icLKa Ka>^i 7 io^ IxEJVOff' 

Ou^aVQU Quh TEOU /x/xpOTE^Off TTE^ETcei. 

^HviJe XE4VD VEflJ Joj/n’ EfATtU^iZil^ 

KEtVO VESiff yi}^» 

^ohv six* 7^^) T»iy ouh te Ikei^ev* 

'Ex 0 ’ 9 bi y o^da^juuv EJTiv 


Act. vni. 

S. Stephanus amids suis, funus siSi Turantihus. 

ULLA (prccor) busto surgaut mihi marmora : 
bustmn 

Hbcc mihi sint mortis coascia saxa moffi. 

Sic noc opus fucrit, notct ut ^uis Barmine bustum^ 

Pro PominD (dicoiis) ocoidit illo buo. 

Hie mihi sit tumulus, ^uem mors dedit ipsa; mci[|ue 
Ipse hie martyrii sit mihi martyrium. 

In D. Joannem, quern Domitianus fervmti oleo 
[illcesum) indidit, 

[[^uijtoto currens yagaflammulamundoi 
i][uidem Juannes^ ipse sed audit amor) 

Ilium ignem extiugui, bone Domitlane, laboras ? 

Hoe non 0st ohum, Domitiane, dare. 



* Nut in the sdition of 1634. 
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In tmellos Martyres, 

H qui tain propero i;ecidit sic funere, vite 
Hoc habuit tantum, possit ut ills mori. 

At cujus Deus est sic usus fiinere; mortis 
^oc tanturn, ut possit vivere semper, habet. 

Matth. IV. 24. 

Attulerunt ei omnes male effectos, dceimniacoSf 
lunaticos — et sanavit m. 

OLLIGrE tc tibi (toire Draco) fiiriasquc 
faces quG, 

^unsque vocant pcstes nox Erebusque suas : 

Fac celubres jam tota buds tua vibret Erinnys ; 
CoUige, coUigB te fortitcr, ut — ^percas. 

Luc. n. 

Tuam i^siiis animam pertransihit gladlus. 

UAND 0 habeat gladium tua, Cbriste^tragoedia 
nullum, 

l^uia fuerib glodius, yirgo beata, tuus V 

Namque nec uUa alias tibi sunt data vulnera, Virgo, 

- Quam qus a yulneribus sunt data, Dhriste, tuis. 
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Forsan quando senex jam caligantior esset, 

Quad SimsDii gladiup credidit, hasta fuit. 

Immo neg[UG haata fiiitj nequb clavus^ Bed neque spina ; 
Hei mihi, spina tamen^ clavus^ at hasta fiiit. 

Nam queiscunque malis tua^ Christe^ trag[£ilia crevit, 
Omnia sunt gkdius^ virgo bcata^ tuna. 


In sanguinem drcumcisionis Dommi. Ad convivas, 
^uos hcBD dies apud nos solmnes hahet. 

pEUS uonviya ! bibin’? Maria bsci;; Marisequa 
puellus, 

Mittunt da prelo musta bibanda buu. 



Una quidem est [tati qnse par tamen uniaa mundo) 
Unica gutta^ suo quG& tremit □rbiculo. 

0 bibite bine; quale aut quantum yds cunque bibistis^ 
(Oredite mi) nil tom suave bibistis adbuc. 

0 bibite et bibite^ at restat taman usque bibendum : 
Bestatj quod poterit nulla domara sitis. 

Sailiaet bia, menaura aitis^ mensura bibendi est: 

Hsac quantum uupias vina bibisse, bibis. 
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Luc. n. 



Flier Jesus inter DocUres. 

ALLITIIR, ad rnentum qui pendit ijubidijup 
profundum, 

Cbu posaint Iceves nil sapuisss gene. 


ScilicBt B barba male mensuratui Apollo ; 

Et bene cum capitis stat nive^ mentis hiems. 


Discat; et a tenero disci ijUDque posse magistro : 
Canitiem capitis nec putet esse caput. 


Joan. n. 

Ad Chrisiumj de a^ua in vinum versa. 
W^iRIItNA tuia tuus hostis habet contraria signis : 
In yinum tristes tu mihi vertis ai][uafi. 

llle autem b yino laorjmas et jurgia ducens, 

Vina iteru^ in tristes (hei mihi !) mutat aijuas. 


Luc. n. 

Christus infans Fatri sistitur in templo. 
jKjW^QNUS Bat, ludatque (licet) sub patre petulco 
Cum^ue Bua longum conjuge turtur agat. 

Conciliatorem nihil hie opus ire par agnum : 

Nbc tener ut yolucris non sua fata ferat. 



EPIQRAMMATA SAVRA, 323 

HactenuB Biiguahecc, quasi muncra^ lusimus ; haecqufe 
Multum Bicusanti sunt capienda manu. 

Hoc donum ost ; de quo, toto tibi diuimus ore, 

Sumo Fater: mentis hoc tibi sums suis. 

Donum hoc est^ hue eat j quod scilicet audeat ipso 
Esse Deo dignum : seilicot ipse Deus. 


Mattd. vm. 

Ltpnm Dominum imphrans. 
l^^KEDD quod ista potes, velles modo : sed quia 

Christc; quod ista potes, credo quod ista voles. 

Tu modo; tu facilea mihi, sol meus, ex ere vultus ; 
Non poterit radios nix mea fene tuos, 


Matth. vni. 

Vhristus in Ump estate, 

UOD fervet tanto circum te, Christe^ tumuitu, 
Non hoe ira maris^ Christe^ sed ambitio eat. 

Hsec ilia ambitio est, hoe tanto te rogat ore, 

Foasit ut ad monitus, Christe, taeere tuos. 
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EPIGEAMMATA SADEA. 



Act. XVI. 21. 

Annundant rltiiSj qms non licit nobis susdpere, curn 
simus Eomani. 

• OG Ussar tibi [Eoma) tuus dcdit, armai^ue ? 
Bolis 

Eomania igitur nun licet esse piis ? 

Ah ! mDliuB; tragicia nuUus tibi Ofiesar in armia 
Altus anhelanti detonuissct equD ; 

Ncc demini yolucria faeies hnrrenda per orbem 
Sucta tibi in signia turva venire tuis ; 

^uam miser ut staret de te tibi (Euma) triumpbus, 

Ut tanta fieris ambitione nihil. 


Non tibi, Bed sceleri vincis : proh laurea tristis ! 
Laurea, Gerber eis aptior umbra comis 1 

Tam turpi vix ipse pater diademate Plutg, 

Vix sedet ipse bud tarn niger in bdUs. 

De tet G£eBareiB redit hoc tibi [Eoma) triumphis : 
CieBaree, aut [^uod idem eat) egregie mis era es. 


Matth. IV. 

Hie lapis fiat panis, 

^ (ijuidni sit dicere ?) panis, 

Christo, fuit: panis sed tuus ille fiiit. 

Quippe, Fatiis cum sic tulerit suprema voluntas, 
Est panis, panem non habuisse, tuus. 
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^'AfTDf inVTOl J»1T [eITTEIV dEfJ^i; £JTIv) EXEIVOS 
X^ITTE TOl ifTOf Eijv KM "Hh;' QL'Kha. TFDf, 

*‘Hri oliroj; tuv Trarnf ofjLti fiEyex^ou tj 6E\Yi/uia ' 

"'AfTOf OT oi/K riv TOlf XflJTE, TOl (XOTDf EYlV.* 


MaTTH. IV. 

Mnlitr Oaiiaanitis, 

UICQUID AmozDniis dedit olim fama puellis, 
Credite : Amazoniam cernimus eccs fidem. 

Focmina; tarn fortia fidoi? jam credo fidem case 
Plua quam grammatice feeminei generis. 



Luc, XI. 

Dens j post ?3PpuJsm Demomm muium, imledicis 
JudcBU os ohturat. 

S-^WNA pene opera duplicem tibi Dffimone frangia 
quidem Da3mon mutus; at ille loquax. 

Scilicet in laudes [quee non tibi laurea surgit?) 

Non Diagis hie loquitur^ quam tacet ille tuas. 


• Not in the editiun uf 1634. 
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Joan. yi. 

Dicehantj Vere hie est propheta, 

» DST tot qus yiieant, tot quee mira(nila tangant, 
Hceu et qusB gustent [Dhriste) dabEis populo. 

Jam YateS; Eex, ct quicquid pia nDmina posaunt, 
Dhriatua erat : vuUem dicere, venter erat. 

NamquB his, quicquid erat Dhristus, de ventre rcpleto 
□mne illud vero nomine venter erat, 

J DAN. X. 22. 

Uhristus ambulahat inporticuSalomonis, it hums erat. 

iliit ? non, non ; ah non fiiit, ore sub 

Si fuit ; baud anni, nee sua bruma fuit. 

Bruma tibi vernia velit ire deeentior huria, 

Per aibi non natas expatiata rosas. 

At, tibi ne possit se tarn bene bruma negore. 

Sola base, quam vibrat gens tua, gran do* vetafc. 

MaTTH. XXVIII. 

Bederunt nummos militihus. 
miles velit iata loqui, tu munera donas ? 
Donas, quod possit, cum tacet ipse, loqui. 

(^uffi facis a quo quam, pretio suodente, toceri; 
Dlorius, et dici turpius iata facis. 

* Ver. 31. Sustulenint lapides. 
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Beatoi Virgini 
Ds salutatione Angelica, 

^^^AIPE suum neque Usesareus jam nuntiet ales ; 
Xm^i tuum penna uandidiDre venit. 

Sed taceat, qui Xm^e tuum quoque nuntiat, ales ; 
XaT^E meum penna uandidiDre venit. 

Q,uis dicat mihi Xatos meum mage Candidas autor^ 
l^uam tibi quee dicat candidus ille tuum ? 

Virgo, rogaa, quid candidius quam candidus ille 
Esse potest ? Virgo, qura rogat, esse potest. 

XaupE tuum (Virgo) donet tibi candidus ille; 

Donas candi^ior tu mihi XaJoE meum. 

XaupE meum de Xa7fE tuo quid difi'erat, audi: 

Ille tuum dicit, tu poris (ecce) meum. 


Pontio lavante. 

DN satis est caedes, nisi stuprum hoc insuper 
ad das, 

Et tarn virginca sis violator aquee? 

Njmpha quidem pura hiEB et honesti mia fontis 
Luget, odulterio jam temerata tuo. 

Casta verecundo properat cum murmure gutta^ 

Nec satis in lacrymam se putat esse suam. 

Desine tarn nitidos stuprare (ah, desine) rores : 

Aut die, quBe miseras unda lavabit aquas. 
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In du pa^sionis Bominicvp. 

j^l^AMNE BgD aim tetricua? valeant jejunia: 
^ ^ vinum 

Eat mihi dulce meD (nee puiBt Bsae) cado. 

Eat mihi quod castia, nequB prelum passa^ racemia 
Falmite virgin bo protulit uva parens. 

Hoc mihi [ter decies sat enim maturuit annia) 
Tandem ecce e dolio prEchihit hosta suo. 

Jamque it ; et o quanto calct aetua aromate torrens ! 
Acer ut hinc aura divite currit odor ! 

Qufie roaa per eyathoa voUtat tarn vina FalBruDS ? 
Maaaica quee tanto sidere vina tremunt ? 

0 ego neacibam; atquc ecce catYinum illud amoris: 
Unde ego aim tantis, unde ego par cyathis. 

Yin cor : et o iatia totus prope misceor auris ; 

Non ego aum tantis, non ego par cyathis. 

Sed quid ego invicti metuo hona robora vini? 

Ecce eat, quse validum diluit,^ unda, mcrum. 


In die Resurrecthnis Dominicce. 

Venit ad sepuhhrmn Mag dalma f evens aromata, 

I^^^SUIN et tu quoquB buata tui Fh[Emcis adora ; 

quoque for triates (mena mea) delitiaa. 

* Joan, xix. 34. Et coatinuo exivit sanguis et aqua. 
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Si nec aromata sunt, nee quod tibi fragrat amomum ; 
((^ualia Magdalina cat messia odora manu) . 

Eat quod aromatibus preestat, quod prsestat amomo : 
Heec tibi moUicuk, hmc gemmea lacrymula. 

Et lacryma eat aliquid ; nequo frustra Magdala flovit : 
Sentiit hme, lacrymaa non nihil esso suoa. 

His ilia (et tunc cum Domini caput iret amomo) 
Invidiam capitis fcccrat ease pedes. 

Nunc quoquo cum ainua huic tanto sub aromato audet, 
Plus capit ox Dculia, quo litet, ilia suia. 

Christe, decent lacrymm : decet isto rore rigari 
Vitm hoc a)ternum mane, tuumque diem. 



Luc. xxrr. 

In cicatrices Bomini adhuc siiperstites. 

^EMA vidia ; arcus, pbaretramquo, levesque 
sagittas, 

Et quDcunquc fuit nomine miles Amor. 


His fiiit usus Amor ; sed et bsec fuit ipse ; suumque 
Et jaculum, ct joculis ipse pharetra suis. 

Nunc splendent tantum, et deterso pulvBro belli 
E memori pendent nomina magna tholo. 


Tempus erittamen, ha^c iree quando arma, pharetramqiie, 
Et sobolem pbaretrs spicula tradet Amor. 
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Hbu I qua tunc amma^ qua stabit conscia Yultu^ 
Quum Bcelus a^ascet dextcra qusque suum? 

Improbe, qus dederisj cemBS ibi yulneraj milBS, 
Qua tibicunquB tuus luserit arte furor. 

Seu digita suadente tua mala Laurus inibat 
Temparibua ; Bacrum bbu bibit basta latua ; 

Siye tuo davi sfievum rubuere sub ictu ; 

Sbu puduit juBsia ire flagsUa tula. 

Improbe, quEB dsderia^ CBrnss ibi vulnera^ miles : 
Quod dederis vulnus, cemere^ vulnus erit. 

Flaga Bui vindex elayasque rependet et hastam : 
Quoque rependet, erit clayua et haata aibi. 

Quia tarn terribiles, tarn justaa moyerit iraa ? 
Vulnera pugnabunt (Cbriste) yel ipsa tibi, 


Joan. xiv. 

Pacem meam do vohis. 

^Jrg^ELLA yacant : anna [d Boeii) noatra arma 
paremuB 

Atque enses: nostroa Bcilicet (ah I) jugubs. 

Cur ego bella paro, cum Chriatua det mihi pacem 7 
Quod Chriatua pacem dat mihi, bella paro. 

nie dedit [nam quia potuit dare eertior autor ?) 

IUb dedit pacem : Bed dedit ille Buam. 
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Act. IX. 

In D. Paulum illuminaium simul et ejcccBcatum. 

Christe, ambi^a hsc bifidi tibi gloria tell 

Quod simul huic dcuIds absbulit, atque dedit ? 

Sancta dies animi^ hac oculorum in nocte, latebat; 
To ut possit Faulus cernere, cgbcub orat. 


Joan. xv. 

Ego sum Via. Ad Jvdceos spretores Christi. 

SED nec calcanda tamen : pss improbs p(;rgis? 
Improbc pos, ergo hoc cceli erat ire viam ? 

Ah percat (Judeec ferox) pes improbua ille, 

Qui c(cli britam sic facit esse viam. 


Matth. n. 

In nocturnum it hiemah iter inf antis Domini. 

ffirSR RGrO viatortis teneros, cum Prole Parentem, 

U Nox habet hos, ijueis est digna nee ulla dies ? 

Nam quid od hEec Pueri tbI labra, genoave Parentis ? 
Heu quid ad heec facient oscula, nox et hiems? 

Lilia od hsec focerent, faceret rosa ; quicquid Bt halat 
Sterna ZephjruB qui tepet in viola. 
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Hi msmere^ quibus vel dox sit nulla; vcl ulla 
Si sitj cat nustra purius ilia die. 

Ecsb sed bos quoque nox et hiems clausere tcnelbs : 
Et quis scitj quid nox^ quid meditetur hiems ? 

Ab nc quid meditetur biems sceyire per Auatros ! 
Qusque Bolet nigroa nux mala ferre metua ! 

Ab ne noetis eat eurrua non mollibua Euris ! 

Aspera ne tetrieos nuntiet aura Notes I 

Heu quot babent tencbra3^ quot yera pericula sccum 
Quot Doctem dominum^ quantaque munstra coliint 

Quot yaga quGc falsis yeniunt ludibria formis ! 

Trux Dculus ! Stjgio concolor ala Deo ! 

Seu yens ea, siye yagis stant monstra figuris ; 
Virgin ei satis eat bine, satis indo metus. 

Ergo yeni ; totoque yeni rcsonantior arcu, 

[ Ujntbia) prsgnantcm clange procul pbaretram. 

Monstra yel ista, yel ilia, tuis sinb meta sagittis : 

Nee fratris jaculum certior aura yebat. 

Ergo yeni totoque yeni, flagrantior ore, 

Dignaque Apollineoa sustinuisse yiees, 

Scis bene quid decoat Fbmbi lucere sororem ; 

Ex bis, si nescis, (Gyntbia) diacu genia. 

O tua, in bis, quanto lampEis formosior iret I 
Nux Buam, ab bis, quanto malit babere diem ! 
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Quantum ageret tacitos heec luna modBatior ignBS ! 
At[|uc vereuundis aobria starct squis I 

Luua^ tuee nm eat roaa tarn pudibunda disi : 

Ncc tam VirgineD fax tua flore trcmit. 

Ergo veni ; aed ^t aatra^ tuaa age [ Cynthia) turmoa : 
Ilia oculoa pueri, quoa imitentur^ habent. 

liinc Dfulo, bine astro ; at parili face nictat utrumquc ; 
-^theria ua, atque oa fiethcreum Pueri. 

Aapice, quam bene res utriusque deccret utrumque ! 
Quam bene in altcrnas mutua rogna manua ! 

lUe oeulua cceli hoc si starct in cethcre frontis ; 

SivB astrum hoc pueri; fronte sub icthcrea. 

Si Pueri hoc astrum eetherca sub fronte micaret^ 

Dredat et hunc oculum non minus ease auum. 

lUu 0 cuius cuili^ hoc si staret in eethere frontis^ 

Non minus in cmlis sc putet esse suis. 

Tam pulchi’os variare vices cum fronte Puelli, 

Cum quo Puelli oculis; tether et astra queant. 

Astra quidem vellent; vellent ccterna pacisci 
F[cdera mutatm sedis inire vieem. 

iEther et ipse [licet numero tom dispore) vellet 
Mututia oeulia torn bona pacta dari. 

Quippe iret ccelum quanto melioribus astria, 

Astra Bua bus ouuloa si modo habera quest ! 
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Quippe utra in ddbId ijuantum meliure micarent; 

Si frontem hanc poaaint caelum habuiaBB auum. 

iEther et aatra vebnt : ihistra vebt fiether, et aatra : 
Ecce negat Fueri irona, ocuUi^ub nsgant. 

Ab negct ilia, ncgent ilb: nam quern Eotbera mallent 
lati uculi ? aut irons bsec quee magis aatra vebt? 

Quid ai aliquod blanda face lene Tenidcat aatrum ? 
Lactca ai coeli terque quaberque via eat ? 

Blandior bic oculua, roaeu boc quiridet in ore ; 
Lactea frona boeu cat terqua quaterque magis. 

Ergo negent, coelumque auum aua aidera aorvent ; 
Sidera de coelia non bene danda auia. 

Ergo negant : aeque ecce aua sub nube recondunt, 
Sub ten era occidui nube aupercilii : 

Nec claudi contonta aui munimine ccnli, 

Queerunt in gremiu Matris ubi lateant. 

Non nisi sic tactis ubi nix tepet ilia pruinia, 

Caataque non gelido frigore yernat biems. 

Scilicet iata dies tarn pulcbro veapere tingi 
Eignua ; et boa aolea sic decet occidere. 

Claudat purpureua qui claudit vesper Oljmpum ; 
Fiiniceo plaeeaa tu tibi [Fboebe) toro ; 

Dum tibi lascivam Tbetia auget adultera noctem, 

Pone per Hesperiaa strata pudenda rosaa. 
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nias nempD rosas, ijuoa conacia purpura pinxit ; 
Uulpa pudorque auus queia dedit ease rasas. 

Has saleSj niyece nuctes, castumquB aubila, 

Quad purum sternet par ma^e virga Thetia ; 

Has, sanati flares ; has, tarn sincera decebant 
Lilia ; quseque aibi non rubuere raaee. 

Has, decuit sinus hie; ubi tote aid era prani 
Ecce lavant aeae lacteo in oceana. 

Atque lavant: tandemque suo se mane rcsolvant, 
Ipsa dies ex hoc ut bibat are diem. 


Joan. xvi. 26. 

Non dicOj me rogaturum Pairempro volis. 



H tamcn Ipse raga : tibi acilieet ills roganti 
Ease nequit durua, neu aolct esse, Pater. 


llle Buas Omni facie tc figit amores ; 
Inque tuos tote effunditur ore sinus. 


Quippe, tuos spectans oculos, se spectat in illis ; 
Inque tuo (Jesu) ae favet ipse sinu. 

Ex te metitur sese, et sua numina discit : 

Inde repercussus redditur ipse sibi. 

Lie tibi se, te ille sibi par nectit utrinque : 

Tam tuuB eat, ut nee ait magis ille suus. 

Ergo raga : Ipse roga ; tibi scilicet ille roganti 
Esse nequit durus, nec salet esse, Pater. 
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Ilium ut egD rogitem ? Hdc (eheii) non dpb rogandum ; 
Ore satis puras non faci elite preces. 

Ulum ego si rogitem^ quis scit quibus ille proccllis 
Surgat^ et in miserum hoc quie tenet ira caput ? 

Isto etiam forsan veniet mihi fulmen r.b ore : 

(SropD isto certe fulmen ab ore venit.) 

Ille una irati forsan me cuspide yerbi, 

Una me metu figet, et intcrii : 

Non ego, nun rogitem : mihi scilicet ille rogonti 
Durior esse potest, et solet esse, Pater. 

Immo rogabu : nec ore mco tamen : immo rogabu 
Dru meo (Jesu) scilicet ore tuo. 


In die Ascensionis DominiccB. 

etiam nostros Tb (Christe) tenemus 

21^1* nmores? 

Heu coeli quantam hinc invidiam patimur 1 

Invidiam patiamur : habent sua sidcra coeli; 
Quseque comunt tremulos crispa tot ora faces ; 

Fhiebenque et Phebum, et tot pictee vellera nubis ; 
Vellera, quee rosea Sol variavit acu. 

Quantum erat, ut sinereut hac una nos face ferri ? 
Una sit hie : sunt (et sint) ibi millc faces. 
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Nil agimus : nam tu qina. nan ascendia ad ilium, 
-^Ether* descendit (Christe) vbI ipse tibi.f 

Nyi/ ETI YJfAETEpV JE, XpiJTE, ^ J 

OuyavQO ouv ojov te pBovov ug exo/uev’ 

AxP^a EX^fjLEV. EXEi EOL fiEV Ts V uyaTifiaTa M9Ylf 
Aa-TDaTE, Kai poi^ov, xai Kcxha tuv vePeXojv. 

*'Djjov ethv, YlfMV 'ipf Ein ev tdJe aJTpov; 

"^AjTpV EV i/AlV Eitri TDI OiTTjj’ EXATOV. 

IlceyTct /iATuv. oTi X^io'te ju ouk ava^auvEg, tg ai/rov, 
Aujog (JLEV KaTE^n QUfavog Etg je TEog, 

Luc. xvm, 

C7ccci« irnplorat Christum. 
^g^’^^MPEDEA turba tace. Mibi tarn mea yota 
propin ijuant, 

PyJwQ Et linguam de me vis tacuissB mBam 7 

Tunc ego tunc tacBoiU; mibi cum meus ills bijUBtur : 

Si neacis, oculos vox habet ista mcos. 

0 i^octis misererB meEc, misererB ; per illam 
In te quGB primo riserit ore, diem, 

0 noctis misBrere msee^ misBrerB ; per illam 
Qusb, nisi te videat, nox velit essc; diem. 

□ noctis miserere mBse^ miserere ; per illam 
In te quam fidei nox habet ipsa, diem. 

* Act. I. Nubes susceptmn eum abatulit. 
t Here the edition of 1 B34 ends. The Greek Version of this 
Epigram and all that follow are printed for the first time in 
tl&t of 157D. 


z 
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Hibb Bnimi tom clara dies rngat illam oculorum : 

IllaiD, DrO| dedcria ; hanc mihi ne npias. 

Ni/Xt’ EflY\V. EMUTOV. VM TDI EKEIVO 

X^IJTE EfMU Vui 0^ EflElO 

Dp^aJ^V fJtfV EHEiVOj 0F9(, ^EETSI '^O^E yVUfMVi. 

Mil fioi TOVT ali^vif, hg fioi exeivo pacg. 

Luc. XV. 4. 

Quis exvohis si haheat centum ww, et perdiderit unam 
ex ^c. 

UT ego angelicis fiom bona gaiidia tunnin ! 
Me quoque solieito qusre per arra gradu. 

Mills tibi tiitia ludunt in montibus agni, 

Quos putcs baud dubia diccre voce tuos. 

Unua ego erravi quo me mcus error agebat, 

Unns ego fuerim gaudia plura tibi. 

'fiaudia non faciunt, qum ncc fecere timorem ; 

Et plus qu£e donant ipsa perie’la, placent. 

Horam^ quoa retincs, fuerit tibi latior usus. 

De msi quern recipis, dulcior usus erit. 

EJg fiEV iyo), ri /Jtuu 7r?a)m wa^iytyiVj 
El; }‘e toi ffu; ijofjLa) yfi9o7Evai tAeove^ 

\\flVQg 0 fiJI TfOtUV poffov, OU TTDIEI ii TE 

Mtl(siv TUf flf¥f ilJLOU y>MXU te ^ h . 
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Ilerodi D. Jacohum ohtruncanti. 
n^^ffiESCIS Jacobus quantum hunc tibi debcat ictum, 
SnwE sacniiD smviit ira caput. 

Scilicet ipso illi donasti hoc cnse coronun, 

Quo sacrum abaci deras scilicet cnse caput. 

Abscissum pens arc caput quas possit abunde, 

Sola hsc tarn smva et sacra corona fiiit. 

”£v fitv, lcuttij0E, kEpdknv tdi iipo; aintpiVj 
'Ey Toi^Exai jtePcxvdv {iPo^eJ'ujke teov. 

Msovoy af4,EiPij9a! XEpceXfiv, Icuu^e, iwalio 
Ke/vd^ qY oj; kaXu^j fia^Tv^nv jjEpavo;. 


Matth. u. 34. 

Vxpi ncfptis oculU Christum spquuntur. 

H DCE manu imposita Chiistus novasidera ponit. 
Scctantur patriam sidera fide manum. 

Hue manus his, credo, cmlum csb. Hffic scilicet oslra 
Suspicor esse olim quo) geret ille manu.* 

XEiji E7ri"0aXAo/iEvn Xfirrou ^7^^|9a^^EV Qvairuv 
'Airrpa. Qin/ihuEi KEivat yi 

Xfiif rtixn TOUToiy tteAev oufova;, arifa yaf oifjLOij 

fiV X,^f\ TaVT OlJEl XpiJTOf ETTElJa EH. 

• Bov. I. 16. 
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Luc. XIX. 4 . 


Zachoeua in sycomaro. 



UID te, [}ui[] jacUs alieiuB iiructibuB, arbor ? 
Quid tibi cum foliis non [djcomore) tuis ? 


Quippe istic ramo qui jam tibi nutat ab alto, 
Mox e divina yite racemus erit. 


Tj ttt' cTTiHOfAvattii Kivioy\ (eivu S'e te 
Koj fin, Tukofiupe, teoi; ; 

Koj yof s}' skKpv\fjLvni vov vuv av ipvou;, 

*Afimkou i aAoJiuv ij^ticu ou^cofiov. 


FiNia. 


CBUWICK PBEBB:— C. WHITTlXaBAX, TOoRB COURT, 
CBANCEBY LANE. 
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